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Fob the profound work Gdthe hath created 
An English dren I &shion and fit on ; 
And all, who will, may here find plainly stated 
My notion of his notions — ^rlght or wrong ; 
And all who will not, or as worthless rate it, 
Have hut to sldp these pages, and pass on 
To the scenes themselves of that surpassing Play 
By the one consummate artist of his day. 

Man's triune nature shadowed forth one sees 
In Gretchen, Faust, and Mephistopheles : 
The Intbllectdal, to the Gods that links him ; 
The Sensual, that 'midst dust and demons sinks him ; 
The Moral, blending purity and love. 
Guileless, unselfish, with forgiveness teeming. 
Beautifying, sanctifying, all-redeeming. 
Drawing his spirit to the reabns above. 

A theme that sweei>8 within its daring grasp 
The true and false, the noble and the base ; 
The petty, restless as the fretful wasp. 
Or torpid as the tortoise in its case ; 
And they, whose great hearts earth and heaven would clasp, 
And thy realms. Fancy, in their wide embrace. 
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The Present's vivid motley hues ; 
The gray receding Past ; 
The transient things, hight news ; 
The Enduring, that nail fast 
Fame's colours to the mast. 
The harmonious. 
The incongruous ; 
The graceful, the grotesque ; 
The plain, the picturesque ; 
The gorgeous, the squalid ; 
The soothing, the horrid ; 
Youth and age, disease and health ; 
Shame and honour, want and wealth ; 
Hope, faith, charity, energy, peace, and gladness; 
Fear, scepticism, hate, apathy, strife, and sadness ; 
Reason, devotion, love, blasphemy, lust, and madness. 
And glimpses of heaven, and deity ; 
And the wondrous shapes of phantasy ; 
And those that we deem reality ; 
And the dreams of what may never be ; 
The ever-shifting tapestry. 
Wrought in the brain's, or in nature's loom ; 
And the abyss, whence issue 
Materials for each tissue. 
And where, at length, all find a tomb. 

Faust is the medium through which the bard 
Bids us the human intellect regard : 
Its hopes and fears, its perils and reward ; 
Its strength and weakness ; its delights and pains ; 
Its heavenward yearnings, and its sensual chains, 
As on it stumbles over earthly plains, 
'Twixt hellish compacts and immortal trust. 
Goaded by curiosity or lust. 
Maddening with pleasure, sickening with disgust. 



For ever restless and dissatisfied^ 

Ever tormented with an aching void. 

Ever longing for the far off and untried ; 

Yet gazing on the beautiful around — 

On stately forests, on the flower-pranked ground — 

On all that ocean's mystic zone doth bound ; 

And the magnificence beyond, that lies 

'Midst the dread concave of the star-thronged skies. 

With an immortal spirit's sympathies. 

Mephisto is that Puck-like part 
Of evil, that we ne'er can sever 
From the most healthy human heart — 
That cleaves to flesh, and will for ever — 
That steeps in poison Eros' dart, 
And sneers at every high endeavour. 
The most malicious, restless devil 
Is he, of all the sons of evil ; 
Nor the least plausible and civil. 
He makes, on earth, a greater stir 
Than even his chieftain Lucifer. 
And yet, of all denying spirits. 
He is the demon whose demerits 
Are least offensive in the eye 
Of Heaven — and this the reason why : 
To be sneered at, rouses human pride. 
And makes man self-dissatisfied. 
And spurs, and puts him on his mettle 
To cross-examine, and to settle 
What should be cherished — ^what be thrown, 
As worthless, to oblivion. 
Ever, when not base passion's tool. 
He sighs for the true and beautiful ; 
Yet, being by nature far too prone 
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To slumber, and * leave well alone/ 
Whatever serves him as a flapper, 
And makes him more alert and dapper, 
Farthers, perforce, the real ends 
To which creative power tends. 
Therefore, desinte his schemes and jokes, 
Like other over-clever folks, 
Mephisto finds his projects beached. 
And himself, at the upshot, over-reached. 
How ?— 'midst a thousand shrewd supposes, 
Would any worldling guess ? — ^not one : 
Why, he gets pelted off with roses ; 
lo triumphe ! shout, weU done ! 

And in thee, lovely Gbetchek, in thee — 
The confiding, the gentle, the pure- 
All the heart's best affections we see ; 
All that fits for, and makes heaven sure. 
Hope, that still for the beautifiil sighs. 
Though 'midst dungeons and squalidness cast ; 
That true Faith, which on goodness relies. 
Nor doubts of its conquering at last ; 
Love, that scometh conventional bonds — 
That is stronger than sin, or the grave — 
That may madden, but never desponds. 
And, though trampled on, pardons and saves : 
And Innocence, maiden, was thine. 
And its type the bard meant thee to be. 
For thy heart was untainted by crime, 
TUl, from earth and its misery, set free. 
Thy delusion was guileless — ^was good. 
Till consciousness stripped its disguise. 
Then awakened, but still unsubdued. 
Thy spirit escaped to the skies. 
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< To the pare in heut, all things are pure : ' 
And thou, to the hright world above 
Didst make thy own calling secure, 
And SQOoessfully plead for thy love. 

And shadowed for^ is that great mystery, too, 
Matter's and Spirif s union : which we see, 
Far as the eye or mind may penetrate, through 
Sentient, insentient— through aU things that be. 
From the same source — ibe infinite and free — 
Springing; again dissolving in that source ; 
The real and ideal, inseparably. 
Prisoned in finite forms, pursue their course. 
Blent, even as two fluids blend through cliemic force. 
Not thus, material sdence doth opine. 
Whose strength, like that of Antsus, is of earth, 
Whose empire, over the mere forms that shrhie 
Vitality and sj^rit. What though, forth 
On daring wing, she sweep through depths sublime 
Of space; or to her ^anefs centre-mine ; 
Or, diving, gaze on the mysteries of ocean : 
Strangely unconscious of this truth divine. 
Of the absolute, in sooth, she gets no notion. 
Nor of the source of genius, beauty, and devotion ; 
Of that, without which she herself were nought. 
Though her Wagnerian votaries oft have sought — 
Alas, for self-conceit's impervious screen ! — 
To prove its influence but a waking dream ; 
Of that, without whose brightening atmosphere 
AU nature would seem desolate and drear ; 
Of that, without whose metaphysic aid, 
Man's crowning glories vainly were essayed — 
The master-works of poesy and art : 
At best imperfect, for it can impart 
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Its aid but through the influence of what 
Is fleeting, limited, inadequate. 
Did ever poet, struggling to give vent 
To high conception, reach the height he meant ? 
Did ever harmonist make audible 
Such music as within himself doth dwell ? 
Did ever paints, by his happiest touch, 
Dash on the canvas, and make visible, such 
Beauty as he hath dreamed ? or sculptor striven, 
With chisel in the marble chaos driven. 
Successfully, to seize the forms he sought ? 
Yet, the dreams of patient and of daring thought. 
In such material must, perfbrce, be wrought 
Through mere mechanic drudgery and skill. 
Hence, it hath ever been, and ever will 
Be found, that the gifted minds, which are endowed 
With that higher uutinctf unfelt by the crowd. 
Whatever daring heights they may attain 
Never repose self-satisfied and vain ; 
Onward they press, from Alp to soaring Alp, 
And, standing breathless on the highest scalp. 
Are goaded still, by insatiate desire. 
To reach some ether-shrouded peak that beacons higher. 
Nor is this alone of the inteUectual true : 
It obtains in the moral, and the sensual, too. 
There are, whom the meaner instinct but obey ; 
Whom the mere conventional and finite sway ; 
Whom the literal dread of human canons bind ; 
Whose views to this earth — this being — are confined ; 
Or if, as oft, they've faith in a fixture state, 
Tia of their own merely a duplicate. 
And there are those, beyond the settled rules 
Of vice and virtue set forth in the schools, 
Beyond the meagre letter of the law. 
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That doth the unthinking multihide o'erawe ; 
Natures superior to the purblind throng, 
In good or evil. 

Some, despite of wrong. 
Of baffled hopes, of base ingratitude, 
Still 8ympathi2se, hope, pardon, and love on ; 
Still have fsutli in, and promote, the fair and good : 
Though here, like the dove, they have not where t' abide, 
Nor shall, till the waves of sensual strife subside. 
And some plot evil deeds, with long-reached aim. 
That the malice of the Devil himself would shame. 
But evil deeds, and sensual, all have end, 
Towards which their every onward step doth tend. 
Time daily lessens the domains of evil. 
And may, for aught one knows, convert the Devil ; 
For he, being with that higher instinct imbued, 
Which grasps, through every vicissitude. 
At what's enduring, may have prerogative 
His own demoniac efforts to survive : 
When the Becoming — ^living— working ever — 
(That now, in realms serene of perfect love, 
The perfected embraces) shall deliver 
All Being from strife, and dissonance remove. 
In the last notion, some may not agree ; 
But none the former truth can faSl to see. 
Whate*er through the meaner instinct could be won, 
Faust, by research and toil, had overcome ; 
Yet, restless and dissatisfied, when all 
Had been attained that is thus attainable. 
And stopt by the unseen fence on every side, 
He is driven to the verge of suicide. 
Whilst, conscious of that lower impulse only, 
Wagner plods on, laboriously and lonely ; 
Pleased with himself, pleased with his sordid gains. 



Crowing o'er every eaith-worm he attains. 

One seeks to blend with the spirit that blendeth all ; 

One, to isolate and exalt the individual. 

Compare the petty tchemes that Martha please, 
With the daring ones of Mephistopheles. 

The scene 'twixt Bess and Gretchen, at the well. 
Proclaims the same view, clearly as a bell ; 
And still more clearly, more profomidly still. 
That wherein Faust the soldier's blood doth spill ; 
Nor in these alone, but through all, the distinction's shown. 
Though I need not hold my rushlight to the sun. 

Not that the ideal's influence i» confined 
Merely to minds of the superior kind, 
Nor even restricted to the human mind. 
The poet seeks, throughout the work, to unfold 
How it blends with the real in all that we behold ; 
Hence, as either power becomes most prevalent. 
The various scenes take their prevailing bent ; 
None so gross as wholly to exclude the ideal— 
So etherialized as to show no trace of the real. 

But, in the third place : shadowed forth we see 
The phases of man's social history ; 
And in the Absoluts, recorded there, 
The identity of both is made most clear ; 
Resulting in event, in action seen. 
We find them issue irom a common spring. 

The unidea'd wastes of common life. 
Its toils, cares, prejudices, joys, and strife ; 
The power and pomp and circumstance and show. 
That wealth or fortune or ambition throw 
Around their minions, for a while, below ; 
The shock of armies on the battle-plain ; 
The toils of intellect, to extend its reign ; 
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Wasting or scorning, now, the loveliest scenes 

V[here, with spontaneous wealth, the glad earth teems ; 

And now, forestalling Nature's calm decrees, 

To win some sterile shore firom wasting seas ; 

Or, Ahab-like, 'midst nnenjoyed domains, 

Unblest, nnless some petty nook it gains— 

The poor man's humble, but sufficing, all, 

Even whilst the curtain on life's closing scene doth fall. 

Are those, of human history, a part ? 

What the imagination or the heart 

Creates, or trusts in, though material guise 

It hath none, are as real as those realities. 

Who knows not, or neglects, their unseen reign, 

Whether events he chronicle or sway, 

Will find his energies and labours vain, 

Baseless, and passing with himself away. 

Thus blinded, deem not thou hast prerogative, 

Oh, son of man, to make the dry bones live : 

Together thou mayst bring them, bone by bone, 

Mayst spread the sinews and the flesh thereon, 

But half the prophet's power is wanting still, 

The living spirit wherewithal to fill. 

Thus blind, proud chief, thy doings can but know 

The fate of chronicles recording so. 

Though wielding, as none ever did before. 

Material energies, and sensual power. 

So as even to overcome and trample down 

Prgudice, custom, awe of established sway, — 

Armed phantoms starting up on all sides round 

To scare, like the empty armour in our play, — 

Yet, wanting this, what hath Napoleon won ? 

And what of all his doings hath become ? 

Those changefiil phantasms, hight reality. 

In every era of recorded time, 
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If in thronged dty or lone wild he he, 
Man hath recogpfiized, as instinct with spirit divine, 
That, to kindred spirit in himself, appeals. 
Hence — as the scenes in which he acts and feelS) 
Various — 'midst child^like wonder, fear, and glee. 
Now sense prevailing, and now phantasy. 
All natural rites and worship take their rise, 
And claim his homage and his sympathies ; 
As a pervading principle, first known, 
Active in every form as in his own. 
In the veined foliage and the painted flower. 
Are form and hue and fragrance all we see ? 
And recognize we no instinctive power, 
That unfolds the bud, uplifts the stately tree ? 
Dwells there no spirit in the mighty deep. 
To rouse its billows, or to bid them sleep ? 
None 'midst the gathering storm-cloud's tented gloom. 
To launch the red bolt from its vapoury womb ? 
None, on those viewless coursers of the air. 
That, now, scarce stir the mountain-pines' dusk hair. 
Now, from the rock, its grasping spurs uptear ? 
Gaze we on heaven's proud height, and see no spirit there ? 
Thence to collective spirit : Chloris, Pan, 
Proteus, or, through nature's Daedal plan, 
One universal spirit, — whom men proclaim, 
From various attributes, by various name : 
' For that, he's the self-created, all-creating one, 
^ Whose vocation, fr^m eternity, goes on ; 
* For that, he creates — ^hath created from of yore — 
' Faith, confidence, love, activity, and power. 
' But, 'midst the countless exponents of his presence, 
' Inscrutable, for aye, abides his essence. 
' Far as the ear grasps sound, the eye doth view, 
' Thou find'st but the known, and liken'st him thereto : 
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* Yet, the fire-flight of thy spirit's highest mood, 
' Even thus, hath enough of the similitude ; 

' It draws thee onward 'midst serenest day ; 
' Where'er thou wanderest, it adorns thy way ; 

* Thou count'st not time, it is as nought to thee, 
' Thy every step is in immensity. 

' What were a god, that only should control, 

' And, with his finger, move the circling whole, 

' From without ? Beseems, from within, the creator 

' To move the universe ; himself in nature, 

' And nature in himself, to cherish ; so 

' That, what lives and moves and is in him, doth know 

' No want of his power, none of his spirit's glow ; 

' That quickening power pervades all things that be ; 

' Is in every sphere that glides, rejoicingly, 

' Through the pure hyaline's all-circling sea ; 

' It now to night, and now to day, doth restore 

' This earth-ball, pulsing through its inmost core ; 

' When, 'midst the infinite, each brother-star 

' Doth now approximate, and now fly afar, 

' As through ether, myriad-vaulted, on they gHde, 

* In intersecting paths of power and pride, 

* How, forth from all, that joyous life-glow's streaming, 
' Alike in the smallest as the largest teeming ; 

' And the orbits, and the orbs that in them move, 
' Eternally repose in the God of Love.' 

So speaks the bard ; so doth all nature speak ; 
Yet, still, external deity men seek — 
As did his chosen, spite of that decree 
Which bade no likeness of himself to be — 
From common minds, unto superior mind 
Soaring, beyond the herd of its own kind. 
And claiming worship : or else, taking rise 
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In the wish more perfectly to sympathize, 

Andy through real forms, to approximate more near 

To what is loved, or held in reverent fear. 

On such foundation, phantasy, caprice, 

Guile, vanity, have raised, and, till time shall cease, 

Will raise and overthrow man's varying creeds. 

And all the phantoms superstition breeds. 

Nor hath science rarely deigpfied to assume such guise, 

To shroud her esoteric mysteries. 

Ever in sympathy with mighty Nature's 
Are their prevailing characters and features ; 
Sombre or gay, magnificent or mean, 
Their aspect takes the aspect of the scene ; 
The sky-roofed temple amidst which it reigns, 
Thunder where'er it may, each oracle proclaims. 
Even when, as pilgrims from a distant clime. 
They mould themselves to some adopted shrine. 
Hence, all the various mythologies ; 
Hence enchantment, divination, sorceries. 
Witchcraft ;— -but there exists a single word 
That in its scojie embraceth the whole herd .- 
MA.OIC ! dread spell-word, binding in its zone 
All unearthly phanf sies that the earth-born own ; 
Blending all mystic records into one ; 
Alike, if demoniacal or divine, 
If from celestial sources or profane, 
From Greece, Arabia, or Palestine, 
Indian, Egyptian, or Chaldean plain. 
Vast, three-fold realm of spirits, obedient still, 
Through their great magnet FArrH, to mortal will ! 
By which the patriarchs and prophets old, 
Favoured of heaven, its purposes foretold ; 
And oft, on earthly plains, held colloquy 
With the celestial spirits of the sky ; 
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By which the sage who, with enlightened eyes. 

Profoundly looked through Nature's mysteries, 

The Genii of Earth, Ether, Flood, and Flame 

Summoned — ^that ever, at his bidding, came ; 

By which, with daring impious delight. 

The bad called demons from their realm of ni^t. 

Pawning the immortal soul to misery there 

For the power of spreading misery round them here. 

Wild notion 1 sire of a wild progmy ! 

What countless monsters trace their source to thee. 

From finder's hag, that bade the prophet rise. 

To those who still ride broom-steeds through the skies ; 

Or those enchanters, who drew down weird light 

From the silver-shafted goddess of the night, 

O'er the ^gean billows, wildly heaving, 

Serenest beauty with rude uproar weaving, 

Where extends the treacherous Thessalian shore, 

To the.Pixies, that still haunt my own wild moor. 

Amidst the darkness of the middle ages, 
Maoic shone forth, the sole light of their sages ; 
And threw its brilliant and unearthly glance 
O'er every page of chivalrous romance ; 
And, of degraded serf and brutal chief. 
Gave the drear chronicle its sole relief. 
And still it shines with undimmed power, at least 
O'er man's first dwelling-place, the glowing East. 
Being thus widely spread, thus deeply rooted. 
In strict accordance with historic truth. 
Its place in the drama may not be disputed ; 
Where it serves a minor purpose too, in sooth : 
To bind the whole with dramatic unity, 
In narrower compass than would else be needed ; 
So that the wand, the mantle, and the key 
Save useless details, which might else be pleaded 
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As essential to their probability ; 

But the legal purposes are not exceeded, 

Which keep us safe within the canons three. 

(Here, perhaps, I'd best slide in the reason, why 
I cumber with my own rhymes this translation : 
Namely, that 'tis the shortest way, which I 
Could devise, to give such fitting explanation 
As seemed advisable, by way of chorus ; 
And to save prefoce, notes, concordances^ 
Wherewith 'tis much the custom now to bore us. 
Which, oftener than the worth, the bulk enhances.) 

Classic traditions of earth's joyous prime, 
Peopling her fairest haunts, and serenest ocean, 
With beings, that still, with rapturous emotion, 
Thrill the heart, as they gleam thro' the softening veil of time) 
Blent with strange traces of such forms as the slime 
Shrouding an older world, long closely hid. 
Till delving science, lifting up the lid 
Of many a monster's coffin, made men stare 
To find what beings their precursors were ; 
And such rude sorceries as northern minds 
Have 'gendered, 'midst the strife of ruder climes, 
With daring vigour are pourtrayed, to show 
The ideal's influence over things below. 
Wild and incongruous needs must be the display, 
When the fancy and ignses hold high holiday. 
Or revelling on the sovran Brocken's steep. 
Or gathering, the ^gean's ocean-feast to keep. 
Nor unforgot, that portion of the lore, 
Which, the regions of the elemental four. 
Peopled with hosts of beautiful beings, blent 
From the purest parts of each pure element. 
Numerous as g^at-swarms on a summer eve, 
That in the woodlands mystic dances weave ; 
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^sible ever, onto Adam's eyes. 

Ere banished firom his native Paradise ; 

And which the g;ifted adept yet beholds, 

Whom philosophy amongst her sons enrols. 

Whose sight her true elixir purifies ; 

Of each element, who knoweth to confine 

The fitting portion in the crystal shrine, 

That the sun's rays may purge it and sublime ; 

The which inhaled, by sympathy's great law. 

As magnets the trembling needle, he may draw 

Those subtle bdngs forth. From the skyey dome 

Then, winged sylphs wiU at his bidding come : 

From the sun's doud-tent in the gorgeous west. 

Along the burnished billows golden path ; 

From the roseate east, ere scarce the morning hath 

Tipped the hills with light ; to his noontide bower, 

Adown the slant rays of the glistening screen. 

Formed by the mist-folds of the summer shower. 

That 'twizt him and the old woods intervene. 

Or, to some lonely streamlet doth he hie. 

To its own music, waltzing gracefully 

With the gay beams that kiss its eddying tides 

In trembling rapture, as it onward glides *. 

Undines, to greet him, rise. Or, where the pine 

Casts anchor, and o'erhangs some deep ravine. 

Up through earth's veins, firom central caverns, come, 

With glad obedience, many a gem-crowned gnome. 

And the reluctant salamanders come. 

To do his bidding, from their glowing home. 

Ah, beings of surpassing loveliness. 

Beyond man's feeble language to express ! 

And yet not spirit, though ye are so pure 

That lengthened ages ye may well endure. 

Of minds yet lovelier : folly ye despise. 
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Science ye love ; ye are docile to the wise ; 
Well may ye claim their aid and sjrmpathies I 
Well may ye sigh for fellowships, that give, 
Of immortality, the high prerogative ! 
Well may ye dread, enjoying as ye are, 
To dissolve, and be as though ye never were ! 
At aught of this to sneer, are we inclined ? 
They are portions of the history of mind. 
Wer't otherwise, we had better, first, make sure 
That, of the earth's true elements, we know more 
Than those who held them to consist of four ; 
And settle all the mystic doubt, that breeds 
Such disputation, in more recent creeds ; 
And commune in spirit, with the spirit that breathes 
In the marble forms antiquity bequeaths ; 
And gaze on Edom's rock-scooped palaces, 
Or on the waste where Tadmor's columns rise«- 
Ere ancient creeds and doings we despise. 

But see, from out the dread abyss, arise — 
Where dwell the bygones, unexistent now-^ 
She who became the Dardan shepherd's prisse, 
Whose charms, in a rude age, made the rudest bow. 
Who won the world's enduring sympathies, 
Despite her frailties and her broken vow. 
As in a dream, 'midst Pelop's realm, we stand. 
The mists of time roll back on either hand, 
And lo, surrounded by flEdr nymphs, their queen. 
Gliding, with regal state, majestic and serene . 
Through the gray phantasm of antiquity, 
And through the adventurous one of chivalry, 
Down to the present's motley good and crime, 
That will form the phantasm of some future time. 
Ah, beauty ! — ^the soul's idol — still glide on 
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In eternal youth, and make all earth thine own. 
When other forty centuries shall have rolled 
Over the glowing life we now hehold. 
And from its embers history lights her link, 
WiU she show a finer phantasm, dare we think ? 
Man zig-zags fearfully, one must needs confess ; 
Still, I am of those dreamers who say, yes : 
No higher art, no fairer scene, may be. 
Nor more refined joy, nor more gifted mind. 
Than what hath been of yore — ^than some that 
But such blessings may be, will be, less confined. 

Three leading objects of the work being shown. 
Three leading truths let's rest a moment on. 
That, amongst others, may be drawn therefrom : 

First, that excitement is the intellect's life — 
It subsists but in activity and strife. 
As history proves man doth, Faust stumbles on, 
Now and then right, far oftener in the wrong ; 
Yet still advancing — still not yidding up 
His mental vigour to the Circean cup 
Of earth-bom joy, nor to the moment saying, 
* Tarry, oh tarry ! for thou art so fair ;' 
But those instinctive impulses obejdng 
That tend to fit him for a nobler sphere. 

And next, that by his own unaided might 
Man may not climb to that etherial height 
For which the pure heart ever yearns : aspiring. 
Magnificent, oft foiled, but never tiring. 
Are the efforts of the intellect ; yet they 
Are exerted upon finite forms of clay. 
So, with the finite, needs must pass away. 

And last, that the pure affections of the heart, 
Unsensual and divine in their very nature, 
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Have power to cheer us when all else depart ; 

That they alone — ^whatever strange defeature 

Selfish malevolence, or sin, may write 

On the forms that shrine them here — escape the blight 

Which cankers and consumes all that mankind 

Doth toil for, or doth glory in, besides ; 

In them alone is all true beauty shrined ; 

Beauty, the sole thing that Time's power derides ; 

That, in itself, the germ of eternity bears ; 

The which, developed in more perfect spheres, 

Redeems, and sanctifies, and draws within 

Its influence, whatsoever may claim kin 

To it, whilst sojourning here, if it stoopeth not 

To pass beneath the yoke of earth-bom Joys ; 

But of all who do, the inevitable lot 

Is, without hope beyond, to endure death's stroke, 

And whatsoe'er of evil death implies. 

The bard has thus achieved, and founded on 
An old and popular tradition, 
A select and vivid chronicle of time, 
However vast, not vague in its desigpfi ; 
Where, doubtless, many an impulse, many a feeling 
Ascribed to Faust, is only the revealing 
Of the poef s own internal impulses. 
It may be Wagner, Margaret, are no less 
Sketched from reality ; that Euphorion 
Is a wayward spirit, Albion, of thine own. 
And what if many a page, and many a scene, were 
Passing events or ancient legends based on ? 
It but shows that genius is a dexterous gleaner, 
And that one of its various powers is appropriation. 
I leave this — ^all unfitted for the toil — 
To those who love to bum the midnight oil 
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In such research. Grade hints, and commonplace, 

Into the cmdhle of genius thrown. 

By an alchemic process, all its own. 

Come forth imbued with living power and grace ; 

Nay, even the pure gold, from another's mine 

Of thought, it hath a licence to refine. 

And put its own stamp on, with noble daring, 

Its use extending, and its glory sharing. 

Great general truths, in allegoric dress. 
It is the artist* s purpose to express ; 
Nor less his purpose, whilst enforcing these, 
To show, in detail, those realities. 
Those elements of the absolute which make 
The various groupings that time's pictures take ; 
Hence, in its form, and in its spirit, dramatic, 
All the characters, subordinate as prime. 
Not by reflected light, in a symptomatic 
Way, but with unborrowed lustre shine. 
And, though it plainly is the bard's intent. 
By each character, a class to represent. 
All are graphic likenesses, distinct and strong, 
Of individual nature. By a throng 
Of vivid thoughts and imagery, that seem 
Living existences, not a musing dream. 
Even the soliloquies hurry the mind along. 
From the opening scene, where, in a schoolman's cell. 
Of all strange crotchets the receptacle, 
'Midst worm-pierced tomes, from the vext brains of yore 
Deriving origin— o'er which to pore 
Had been his lot, as 'twas his sire's before— 
Faust sits ; and proves, how joyless and how vain 
The self-derived creations of the brain ; 
Through those, where he muses upon nature's glory, 
On the mountain's brow, or in the forest hoary ; 
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Unto an ant-hiU'a legions, 

Or those winged atomies, 
Frail, restless, circling, strangely formed, ephemeral, 
Warmed into life by, sinking with, the sui. 

Its hopes, its fears, its aims. 

Might aptly be compared — 
Save, for occasional outbreaks, which the spirit 
Witt make at times, however closely pent. 

To the great, the ideal world 

In which the lesser floats. 
Thence, through a wider range of thought and action, 
With like selection, is the theme pursued : 

Lo ! streng^, fraud, superstition. 

Philosophy, and fiancy, 
Through the medium of the intellect and passions. 
Ruling earth's rulers, and the hordes they rule ; 

Ruled by the Infinite, 

That girds them, and impels. 
Oh, the godlike efforts ! the strange aberrations ! 
The crude, the lovely, the fantastic dreams ! 

Down, frt>m hoar antiquity. 

To the existent hour. 
Thence, through what Faith unfolds to blue-eyed Hope 
Of those pure regions, where the Beautiful, 

Embraced by perfect love, 

Dwells in serenest bliss. 



CORRIGENDA. 
Page 44 lait line but one, for near read with. 
96 last line for tender read slender. 



FAUST. 

A TRAGEDY. 



DEDICATIOxV. 



As in life's morning to my troubled sight. 

Ye shadowy forms, approach ye once again ? 

And have I power at length to stay your flight ? 

Yearns my heart still for your delusive reign ? 

Be it so then, and not as erst in vain. 

In vapoury mists ye rise, about me throng, 

A magic atmosphere surrounds your train. 

Ye stir within me feelings that belong 

To youthful days, when first I sought relief in song. 

And imaged memories arise with you — 
Of first love, like some dim tradition now. 
Of happy days, of friends beloved and true. 
Of many a parting pang, and passionate vow j 
And as the phantoms flit before my brow. 
And as reviving sorrow seeks to trace 
The backward course of life's sad labyrinth, how 
The features gleam of each familiar face. 
Amidst fair hopes untimely snatched from my embrace. 
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They who first listened to my youthful song 
The strains that I weave now will never hear ; 
Dispersed^ alas^ are all that friendly throng 
Whose approbation was to me so dear. 
Fame*s sweetest echo dies upon my ear 3 
And if I now give Fancy scope and form. 
The applause — ^if such there be — ^the starting tear. 
But make my heart sick, though sincere and warm. 
For the appeal is made unto a stranger swarm. 

But ah ! unwonted tremors overwhelm 3 
And what hath long been alien to my breast, 
A yearning for that pensive spirit realm. 
Seizes me now, and may not be supprest 5 
And tender thoughts are struggling to invest 
Themselves in language — ^though imperfectly. 
Like the Eolian harp*s tones, first exprest. 
Now the stem heart melts, tear follows tear -, I see 
The present fade — ^the past becomes reality. 



-PRELUDE IN THE THEATRE, 

Well, here we are, arrived in Germany. 

I daim of you two, who have oft hefore 

Aided me at a nonplus, now to try 

Your best, to make our new spec, quite secure. 

I like to please the multitude — ^and why ? 

Because it Uves and lets live, to be sure. 

The poles and screens are fixt, and boards to seat. 

And every body's ready for a treat. 

Ay, there they sit already, with raised brows. 
Longing to wonder and to criticize. 
To hit the public taste, none but allows 
My ready tact 3 and yet I can't disguise. 
Now as I ponder on the whens and hows 
Of this our somewhat dubious enterprize. 
That I am posed -, that difficulties hem a- 
Tound, and put me in a strange dilemma. 

To be sure they're not accustomed to the best ; 
But then they read immensely, that's the worst on't. 



We must vamp up something new, to give them zest 5 
Unless they fancy that they have the first on*t. 
However good the pathos or the jest, 
Certes, no thunders of applause will burst on't ; 
And when from crowded benches I hear such. 
Assuredly it doth delight me much. 

Assuredly, it is a cheering sight 
To see the folks, in one continuous tide. 
Flow onward to our booth, in broad daylight. 
And jostling, with wedged elbows, side by side. 
Backwards and forwards swerving, left and right. 
Like a huge biUow, in one blended mass. 
Struggling to enter at the narrow pass. 

As in a famine, at a baker's door 

For bread ; so, to obtain a ticket. 

At the risk of suffocation, on they pour. 

Striving to reach the check-dispenser* s wicket. 

Where, amidst squeezing, fainting, are held o'er 

Of eager hands and arms a very thicket. 

The power, aU minds thus to one mood to sway. 

Is the poet's. — ^Pray, friend, work this miracle today. 

POET. 

Oh ! speak not of that motley crowd. 
Oh ! hide me from their vulgar stare 5 



My senses from such hubbub shroud. 

Or all poetic thoughts you*ll scare. 

As in a whirlpool, vext and loud. 

One, 'gainst his will, gets sucked in there. 

Rather let some green nook be mine, 
Cakn as the scenes of fairy land. 
Where Love's and Friendship's hands entwine 
The flowers, that brighten and expand 
Around the heart — ^that Delphic shrine 
Whose breathings none else may command. 

What from the spirit's inmost store. 
Through quivering lips, long strives to pass. 
Now ebbing back, now flowing o'er. 
Coy as the love-tale a young lass 
Into a sister's ear doth pour. 
Is all unfitted for the mass. 

Thoughts that the heart hath brooded o'er 
For years, in one brief moment may 
Be swallowed midst their untamed roar. 
As the wild mood may chance to sway. 
For posterity such should endure 3 
Tinsel but glitters for the day. 
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COMEDIAN. 

How glad should I be^ to be sure^ 
Of this posterity to hear no more. 
Suppose about such stuff I talked^ 
Whither would the living run 
To get a bit of fun ? 
And of that they won't^ nor ought they to be balked. 
The presence of a gallant sprightly lad — 
When such is to be had — 
Should go for something too, egad ! 
And who can fluently his thoughts express 
Will never heed the mob*s capriciousness } 
The more their numbers, the more pleased is he. 
He excites them with the greater certainty. 
Pray don*t look as if thunderstruck. 
But show yourself a man of pluck. 

And give the world a model. 
Let fancy breathe in many a chorus. 
Place reason, passion, wit, before us. 
Nor fall to exhibit foUy*s yeasty noddle. 

MANAGER. 

Also, 'tis my particular desire 
That you will furnish incident enough. 
Folks come to feast their eyes, and so require 
Plenty to stare at — ^give them quantum suff.. 
And you'll be a favourite -, they'll all admir^ j 



The mass can only by a mass of stuff 
Be won ; bring much^ and you'll please many^ 
For, after all, every one's best pleased when he 
Picks out himself something to suit his taste : 
So, when you give a piece, give it in pieces^ 
Dashed off at once, in easy careless haste 3 
A hash of all sorts every body pleases 5 
Easy to cook, easy to serve, no waste. 
For w^hat one slights another gladly seizes. 
Why toil to form a whole, where each part fits ? 
Do what you will they'U swallow it in bits. 

POET. 

The baseness of such mere mechanic art 

You do not comprehend ; 
The maxims of the drudge per line, by heart. 

You seem to have, my friend. 

MANAGER. 

Let the galled jade wince, my withers are unvnrung 
By such reproof as this. They who intend 
To work with effect, must set due value on 
The best tools for the purpose. Think, my friend. 
What mere deal you've to split -, do prithee run 
The list o'er in your mind of those through the pen 

You have to appeal to : ^with good cheer 

O'ergorged, from the table some come listless here} 
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Ennui drives others ; and^ Mrhat*s worse than all. 

Many come fresh and hot from politics ; 

With dissipated notions, great and smaU 

Come hither, through the medium of our oily wicks 

To wile a weary hour ; as to a ball. 

Or masquerade, where ever-restless folly tricks 

Her votaries out ; and their looks and dress the ladies 

Come to display — ^helping the actors gratis. 

From thy poetic height what stuff art dreaming ? 
What is it, pray, that makes a full house merry ? 
Half cold, half raw, this one perhaps sits scheming 
To-morrow's plans ; and that one looks with very 
Great pleasure forward to the last act, meaning 

To treat himself to a and pint of sherry. 

What absorbs ye, joy or pain ? Give more, more, mystify, 
To satisfy the people's all my eye. 

POET. 

Begone at once — another servant choose ! 

A real poet may not so abuse 

The noblest gift that Nature can confer. 

By what means sets he every heart astir. 

By what is every element subdued. 

But by the harmony wherewith he's imbued. 

That, spreading from his bosom swift as light. 

Sucks back again the whole world in its might ? 
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When fate's interminable threads are wound 

By nature carelessly her spindle round ; 

When, of all beings, the perplexing throng 

Confus'dly jangles out of tune and wrong j 

Who but the bard, with life-infusing Ijre, 

To arrange the seeming discord may aspire ? 

Who cites the individual to its place 

In the general consecration, where with grace 

It chimes in glad and glorious accord ? 

Who bids wild passions rage, and, at a word. 

Spreads the red glow of eve o'er the pensive spirit ? 

Who into garlands, for all kinds of merit. 

Weaves th'else unmeaning green leaves ? Who ia't strows 

0'^ the loved one's path the lily and the rose. 

And spreads hope' s sunshine round her ? Who doth soar 

Through the subtle ether, brighter realms to explore. 

And after converse at each hallowed shrine. 

Brings back to mother earth tidings divine. 

Traditions else undreamt of? Human might 

Through the poet is made manifest. 

COMEDIAN. 

Then tonight 
Employ this power, and let your drama run. 
Much as a love-affair is carried on ; 

Chance flings a beauty in one's way. 

One gazes--feels one knows not how; 
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Approaches^ makes a bow ; 
Gets agitated. 
Gets elated -, 
One stays, and stays. 
With fond delays. 
Now delighted, now distrest. 
Which gives desire fresh zest. 
Till, by insensible advance. 

Betwixt jesting and protesting. 
It grows to be a real romance. 
After this fashion frame your play ; 
Into the thick of human life 
Plunge boldly, and without delay 
Seize what comes first to hand -, all is with interest rife } 
Every one lives it o'er. 
And yet few know it, or explore j 
Vague inbages in motley hues. 

With a sunlit haze thrown o'er them ; 
Much falsehood, with a dash of truth, infuse 

Into the nectar you brew for them. 
Then all the world to please you can't but choose : 
Then gentle minds in innocence strong. 
Youth's ardent throng. 
Will to your revealings listen -, 
Their eager eyes wiU glisten. 
As here and there, among 
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The incidents or sentiments^ 

Each finds something that presents 
Likeness to what he carries in his heart 3 

Ready^ or to laugh or cry. 

Careless of the reason why. 
To please a formed mind small the chance is^ 

But one forming ever feels 
Delight in him that upward still advances^ 

Up, up, tiU their young thought reels. 

Their warm gratitude he hath 3 

Pleased they track his shining path. 

POET. 

Then give me back again those golden days 
When I myself was forming -, when fresh lays 
Gushed forth unbrokenly from my full heart -, 
Then, when I deemed that every bud would start 
Into a miracle of beauty 3 when 
I culled the wild flowers of my native glen. 
And gazed in rapture on their thousand hues. 
And felt their odours and their forms diffuse 
Freshness and beauty through my thrilling frame 3 
(How poor compared to this the crowd's acclaim!) 
When mists around my youthful world did lie. 
And veiled it in a pleasing mystery 3 
When I, with nought, possessed an ample store. 
The intuitive longing Truth's paths to explore. 



14 

And Hope*s delusion^ gilding all things o*er. 
Oh^ give me back those impulses again ! 
Happiness^ goaded to the verge of pain 5 
The might of Love 5 the energy of Hate : 
Give me back youth in all its untamed state ! 

COMEDIAN. 

Of youths my friend^ you stand in need^ no doubt. 

When foes press hard and put you to the rout 5 

When round your neck the loveliest lass of all. 

With ardour clinging, holds you in her thraU 5 

When still far o£f the garland you espy. 

To gain which over the swift course you fly ; 

When in the dance's mad whirl half the night 

Is passed, the other, till the dawning light. 

In deep carouse. But the familiar l3rre 

To handle with a master's ease and fire. 

With many a seeming pause, and graceful bend 

To sweep towards some self-appointed end. 

Elderly gentlemen ! that task is yours -, 

Nor grudge we the applause that it secures. 

Old age doth not bring childishness, whatever 

People may say, it only makes more dear. 

That we're true children through our whole career. 

MANAGES. 

Enough, enough 3 cease bandying words I pray. 
And let us come to deeds, friends, if you please. 
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At the game of compliments whilst you're at play^ 
The play I want seems no way to increase. 
'Tis all a hum 'bout being in the mood^ I say 3 
Who hesitates ne'er is, one plainly sees. 
If you're a poet, as you claim to be. 
Supply my order for your poesy. 

You well know what is wanted -, we are lacking 
Some good strong stuffy so brew away, my friend. 
And don't waste time in dallying and quacking : 
Let resolution her bold arm extend. 
And seize the possible ; jibbing nor backing 
She'll then know, but pull right on to the end — 
Because she can't avoid it; what's not doing 
Today will ne'er be done the day ensuing. 

You weU know, too, that on our German stage 

Each tries what suits his fancy ; therefore spare 

Nor scenery nor machinery. I'll engage 

For all that sort of thing. Let lightning glare -, 

Let there be sunshine, moonshine 3 let storms rage 3 

I can supply the needful. So prepare. 

In this small booth, to spread creation out 3 [route. 

And from heaven, through earth, to hell, trace me the 



THE PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN. 
The Lord — the Hosts op Heaven — afterwards Me- 

PHIST0PHELE8. 

[The three Angels come forward,'] 

RAPHAEL. 

Pealing forth to brother spheres 

His alternating song^ 
On his thunder-march the sun careers 

His destined path along. 
The view of all that his splendour cheers 

Maketh the angels strong. 
The inconceivable whole appears^ 
As on the day when to form it sprung^ 

Magnificent and young. 

GABRIEL. 

And sMofter than thought's lightning glance^ 
See Earth* s revolving face assume 

Sunshine and gloom 5 
Scenes fair as Eden now advance^ 
And now the blackness of the tomb. 
Against the deep-based rocks, the sea 
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Heaves its broad waves^ that foaming sever -, 
And rocks and billows are whirled on together^ 
In the sphere's rapidity. 

MICHAEL. 

And rival stonns are raging 'gainst each other^ 
From sea to land^ from land to sea. 
What deep fermenting elements ! 
How torn in sudden rents^ 
As for the thunderbolt^ red lightnings scathe 
A desolate path ! 
But from angels praise is owing^ 
For thy own day's placid going. 

THE THREE. 

The view of all that his splendour cheers 

Maketh the angels strong. 
The inconceivable whole appears. 
As on the day when to form it sprung. 

Magnificent and young. 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

Since, Lord, you hold a lev^e once again. 

Kindly to ask how all are getting on ; 

And since you have, on more than one occasion. 

Been not unpleased to see me — lo, I stand 

Amidst your worshipping suite ! But pray excuse 

My homely phrases, for I can't talk fine 

Though all your courtiers shoidd exclaim against me. 
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Besides^ though you've forsworn the laughing mood. 

My awkward way of doing the pathetic 

Would make you laugh as you were wont of old. 

Nothing have I to say of suns and worlds, 

I only note how Man torments himself. 

That pigmy god of earth is still the same 

Odd restless sort of nondescript as ever. 

If you had not given him glimpses of heaven's light. 

He might have led a more consistent life j 

But as it is, this reason, as he calls it. 

Serves but to make his own brutality 

Plainer than that of the poor brutes around him. 

Saving your Grace's presence — ^he seems like 

Those long-legged grasshoppers, that make short starts. 

Half flying and half bounding, and then sink 

To chirp the same old sing-song in the grass. 

If he'd remain there 'twould be weU enough. 

But into every mess he thrusts his nose. 

THE LORD. 

Is this the sum of what you have to say ? 
Is your sole aim in coming here complaint ? 
Is nothing to your liking on the earth ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Your Highness, no 5 things there are bad as ever ; 
Men pass their time in so much wretchedness. 
That I, in sooth, have not the heart to plague them. 
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THE LORD. 

Dost thou know Faust ? 

MEPHISTOPBELE6. 

The Doctor? 

THE LORD. 

My servant. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

Faith, then, it must be after his own fashion. 
The pedant's sustenance is not of earth ; 
His restless and fermenting spirit goads him 
Ever towards the unattainable. 
He is himself half conscious of his madness. 
Of heaven, he claims its very brightest stars ; 
Of earth, demands its every highest pleasure. 
But nor the far away, nor near, contents 
The longings of his agitated breast. 

THE LORD. 

If now, 'midst his dim wilderness, he serves me. 
Ere long I will conduct him into light. 
tV&en a tree buds, the gardener feels assured 
That flowers and fruits will crown the coming season. 

MEPfHSTOPHELES. • 

What will you bet on that ? You'll lose him yet, 
If you let me have my own way vdth him fairly. 

THE LORD. 

So long as he abideth upon earth. 
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So long be nought forbidden thee to try. 
Whilst he is struggling^ man is prone to error. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I feel obliged to you. I never had 
A fancy for the dead — ^plump cheeks for me ! 
Mine is the cat*s sport with a captive mouse -, 
Fm not at home to corpses. 

THE LOBD. 

'Tis enough j 
Thou hast permission. Entice this spirit^ 
If thou canst do so^ from his being*s source^ 
And hurry him the downward path with thee 3 
But stand abashed, when thou*rt compelled to own, 
A good man, in his dark bewilderment. 
May still be conscious of the proper path. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well and good. The fun will not last long, though. 
I'm not at all alarmed about my bet. 
Forgive my crowing, if I gain my point. 
He shall eat dust, with such relish as of old 
My cousin-german did, the famous snake. 

THE LORD. 

In this you're free to act as suits you best. 
Beings of your sort I have never hated. 
Of all the spirits who deny, the sneerer 
Is least offensive to me. Far too prone 
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To languish are the energies of man -, 

He gets enamoured soon of mere repose ', * 

Therefore I not unwillingly permit 

Companionship with one who stirs and works^ 

And must perforce^ as demon^ be adoing. 

But ye true sons of Deity ! rejoice 

In the living fulness of the beautiful. 

The bounteous essence^ living and working ever^ 

Surround ye with the boundaries of love -, 

And what flits changefully^ stedfast but in seeming. 

Do ye make stedfast by enduring thought. 

[^Heaven closes — the archangels disperse. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (alons). 

Visits here, from time to time. 
Just with my convenience chime. 

And so I take care to be civil. 
*Tis marvellous kind, upon my word. 
For such a high and mighty lord 

To talk so cozily with me — ^the Devil. 



THE TRAGEDY: 



Part I. 



NIGHT. 

Faust, in a narrow high-vaulted Gothic room, restless, 
seated on a stool at his desk. 

PAUST. 

1 HAVE at length, by dint of zealous toil. 

Mastered philosophy, jurisprudence, medicine. 

Theology, and all — ^the more's my grief! 

And here I am, poor hopeless fool, precisely 

As wise as when I first began to study. 

' Master of Arts,' and ' Doctor,' I am styled j 

And now for some ten years have I been leading 

Successive sets of pupils upwards, downwards. 

Cross-ways, and crooked, by the nose, and see 

That we can in reality know nothing. 

'Tis this that cuts me to the very heart ! 

True that I'm abler, that I look beyond 

The herd of solemn triflers — Doctors, Masters, [me, 

Priests, scribblers j that nor doubts nor scruples plague 

That of neither hell nor devil I'm in dread ; 

But from this very cause all joy hath left me. 

VOL. I. c 
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I no more fancy I know aught worth knowing ; 

No longer deem that I have power to teach 

Aught that would better or convert mankind. 

And then IVe neither land^ cash, rank^ nor honours. 

The vilest cur would spurn at such a life. 

Therefore I now devote myself to magic^ 

To prove if, through the spirit's power and voice, 

I may not fathom many a mystery yet 5 

May not yet learn the secret cause that holds 

The world together in its inmost core j 

If I may not behold the springs at work. 

If I may not see the primal germs of being ; 

If, by its aid, I may not cease to strive. 

With bitter sweat, to utter what I know not. 

And drive no more a paltry trade in words. 

Oh would that thou wert shining, full-orb'd moon. 
For the last time upon my wretchedness ! 
Thou whom at midnight, seated at this desk, 
Fve watched so often, tinging books and papers 
With melancholy light. Oh, might I, rather 
Wander on mountain-tops 'neath thy loved beams ! 
Hover with spirits round the mountain caves ! 
Flit o*er the verdant pastures in thy radiance ! 
And, * scaped from the perplexing fiimes of knowledge, 
Reinvigorated bathe in thy pure dews ! 
Woe*s me ! am I still penned up in this cell ? 
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This musty^ this accurst, this walled-up hole. 
With smoke-stained paper reaching to the roof ^ 
Glasses and boxes stuck about at random. 
And dusty instruments on all sides piled -, 
Ancestral lumber stuffed in with the rest -, 
Where even the all-cheering light of heaven. 
Through the stained glass, gleams mournfully and dim. 
Broken and stinted by this pile of books. 
Worm-eaten, and begrimed with mould and dust. 
This is thy world — ^a famous world indeed ! 

And ask'st thou why thy heart panteth for freedom ? 
Why an inexplicable pain doth palsy 
Life's stirring impulses ? when thou, instead 
Of the living nature for which God made man. 
Hast round thee nought but skeletons of beasts. 
And dead men*s dust-grimed bones. 

Up, up — away ! 
Away into the wide and breathing world. 
With this book of Nostradamus for thy guide. 
Then wilt thou know the courses of the stars ; 
Then, with great Nature's self for thy instructress. 
The essence of the soul wiU rise before thee. 
And speak, as spirits speak to one another. 
To expound its signs by poring here is hopeless. 
Spirits ! ye are hovering near, if ye hear me, answer ! 
[He opens the book, and observes the sign of the 
macrocosm.'] 
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Heavens^ what rapture thrills me at this sight ! 
I feel a freshly hallowed zest of life 
Glowing anew through every nerve and vein. 
Was it a god that traced these mystic signs^ 
Stilling the strife within, filling my heart 
With joy, unveiling to my raptured view. 
By mystic inspiration. Nature's powers ? 
Am I myself a god ? — all seems so bright ! 
Nature herself in these clear lines I trace 
Labouring in the presence of my soul. 
Now first I catch the meaning of the sage — 

' The spirit-world around thee lies, 

' Open as the sunny skies. 

' Thy heart is torpid, and thy mind 

' In a dark cell is confined. 

' Student ! in mom's crimson dyes 

' To bathe thy earthly breast, arise ! ' 
How all into a whole themselves are blending ! 
Working and living interchangeably. 
How the heavenly powers, ascending and descending, 
Their joy-diflFusing fragrant pinions ply. 
From every quarter of the star-thronged sky 

Thorough earth's veins they glide -, 
Each individual tone of extasy 
Blent into one consenting tide 
Of aJl-pervading harmony. 
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What a show it is ! but ah^ 'tis nothing more. 
Infinite Nature, how may I embrace thee ? 
Thy breasts with nourishment are gushing o'er — 
Those teeming breasts that nourish earth and heaven. 
And after which the blighted mind hath striven — 
Why do I pine in vain ? why vainly chase thee ? 

[He turns over the book in an indignant manner^ 
and sees the sign of the Spirit of the Earth.'] 

How differently doth this sign affect me ! 

Thou art nearer to me. Spirit of the Earth ! 

I feel my energies are more exalted ! 

I feel my spirit working like new wine ! 

I've courage now to cast myself on the world. 

To endure all earthly weal, all earthly woe ; 

With storms to struggle, and 'midst the ship wreck's crash 

To stand unshaken. Clouds thicken over me. 

The moonlight fades, the pale lamp dies away. 

Vapours arise, red beams surround my head, 

A shudder, from the dome descending, grasps me. 

I feel it ! thou art hovering round me now. 

Thou Spirit, prayer-compelled ! unveil thyself ! 

Seems as my heart were rending, and my senses 

Are all astir with new and strange sensation ! 

My whole soul is abandoned now to thee 5 

Thou must — ^thou must — if it should cost my life ! 
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[He seizes the book, and pronounces mystkally the 
sign of the Spirit 3 a red flame gushes up ;] 

The Spirit appears in the flame, 

SPIRIT. 

Who bids me here ? 

FAUST {turning away). 
Horrible apparition ! 

SPIRIT. 

After long working at my sphere. 
Thou hast potently attracted me, magician ! 

FAUST. 

Oh torture ! I endure thee not, dread vision ! 

SPIRIT. 

To know me, upon me to gaze, 
Pantingly the earth-bom prays ; 
His powerful speU 
Doth my presence compel; 
Lo I am here ! and doth he quail 
With miserable terror ? What doth ail 
The superhuman ? Whereas the soul*s vocation ? 
The breast, whose inspiration 
Served to create, uphold, contain 
A world within its own domain ? 
That swelled with thrilling extasy 
To lift itself to what we spirits be ? 
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Where art thou^ Faust ? 

Whose voice was't roused^ 
Through the depths of space^ mine ear ? 

That to my sphere 

Would proudly rise ? 
Who pressed on me with all his energies ? 
Canst thou be he — ^this shrinking form. 
Thus shivering and aflfrightedj 
A trembling, writhing worm. 

By my mere breath blighted ? 

FAUST. 

» 

Know I am Faust. Shall I yield to thee. 
Thou fire-formed mystery ? 

SPIRIT. 

'Midst the boundless tide of life. 
Swept by storms, with action rife. 
There I find my fitting place. 
Prompting every idle chase. 
Over that mysterious sea. 
Where birth and death eternally 
At hide-and-seek pop in and out. 
Hither and thither, I flit about. 

I work at the shifting loom of time. 

And weave all the visible drapery 
Of the invisible Deity. 

A changeful glowing life is mine. 
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FADST. 

Busy Spirit ! thou that round the wide world sweepest, 
How near akin I feel to thee. 

SPIRIT. 

Thou*rt mate for the spirit whom thou conceivest, 
Not for me. [Vanishes. 

FAUST (collapsing). 
Not thy compeer — I, the image of Deity ! 

Whom then do I come near. 
A knocking at the door."] 'S death ! 

I know the sound — 'tis that of my assistant. 
My clearest joy at once turned into nought ! 
That the dry plodder ever should disturb 
Such fuU revealing ! 

Wagner enters in dressing-gown and night-cap, with a 
lamp in his hand 3 Faust turns round displeased, 

WAGNER. 

Pardon me, you're declaiming ? 
Studying some Greek tragedy, no doubt. 
I wish so much to improve myself i' the art. 
For now-a-days it may be turned to account. 
An actor, I have heard, may teach a priest. 

FAUST. 

Yes, if the priest should chance to be an actor. 
Which is possible. 
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WAGNER. 

Ah ! when^ as I am^ 
A man is so much pent up in his study. 
And even on holidays, of the real world 
But gets a distant glimpse, as through a telescope. 
How by persuasion can he hope to guide it ? 

FAUST. 

If it burst not impulsively from the soul. 

Flooding all hearts, it never will be yours ; 

Hunt for it as you will, the chase is vain. 

You may sit and plod for ever, glue and dovetail. 

From another's feast purloin and hash up scraps. 

And, puffing to a dubious fitful flame 

Your own small stock of fuel, with vast eflFort, 

May gain applause from children and from apes. 

If youVe a taste for it, but you will never 

Ck>mmand the sympathy of any heart. 

Save by what gushes freshly from your own. 

WAGNER. 

Surely an orator's success depends 
On a good delivery ; I know that well. 
Though far behind-hand yet in its acquirement. 

FAUST. 

Don't be a bell-hung mule j let your aims be honest ; 
Good sense and reason need but little art 
For their expression ^ when one's really bent 
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On saying somethings needs one hunt for words ? 
I tell you that your highly polished speeches^ 
Bedizening and befrizzling human nature^ 
Are as unquickening as the bleak mist winds 
That whistle through the withered leaves in autumn. 

WAGNER. 

Alas ! but art is long^ and life is short. 
How often do I suffer^ head and hearty 
When studying critically, and collating ! 
How hard to compass are the means, by which 
One mounts to the fountain-head ! and probably 
A poor devil, ere he has got half way, must die. 

FAUST. 

Is parchment then the Zem-zem, one blest draught 
From whose pure source allays the thirst for ever ? 
Of this be sure, unless from thy own soul 
It gushes, the elixir is not gained. 

WAGNER. 

But, with submission, surely the pleasure's great, 
Into the very spirit of the times 
To be able to transport one's self, and see 
How wise men thought before us, and to what 
A daring height we have advanced it since ? 

FAUST. 

Oh yes, up to the very stars ! My friend. 
Past ages are to us a seven-sealed book. 
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What people call the spirit of the times 

Is at the bottom merely their own spirit^ 

Reflecting the said times in their own fashion. 

And what an exhibition 'tis, full oft ! 

A single glance oft makes one fly from it. 

A liraiber-room, a sweepings-tub, — or, at best, 

A show of statesmanship, with pompous maxims 

In the fantoccini*s mouths for the sake of euphony. 

WAGNER. 

But then the world ! the hearts and minds of men ! 
Who would not like to know something of these ? 

FAUST. 

Aye, true j but what is understood by knowing ? 

Who dares to call the brat by its true name ? 

The few who have ever in reality • 

Known aught about it, and who foolishly 

Did not keep careful guard o'er their full hearts. 

But to the multitude proclaimed what they 

Had felt and seen 3 these, time immemorial. 

Have been burnt and crucified. Friend, I beg — 

The night's far advanced — ^that we may now break oflF. 

WAGNER. 

Fain would I still keep waking, to enjoy 
Such learned converse 5 howe'er on the morrow — 
£aster-day — ^you must permit me to propose 
Some further questions. Heart and soul am I 
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Given up to study^ with entire devotion. 

True I know much^ but I would fain know all. 

[Exit. 
Faust (alone). 

How hope abideth but in his dull brain^ 

Who cleaves with constancy to commonplace ! 

Who gropes with eager search for sordid treasures. 

Crowing o'er every earth-worm that he finds. 
Dares such a merely human voice sound here. 

Where all so lately did resound with spirit ? 

And yet this once my thanks are due to thee. 

Thou very poorest of the sons of earth. 

Thou hast saved me from despair, which had all but 
gained 

The upper hand of sense. Alas ! alas ! 

So gigantically great was that dread vision. 

That I felt shrunk into a puny dwarf 3 

I, the image of the Deity, who already 

Thought myself grasping Truth's eternal mirror 3 
I, who revelled in heaven's lustrous clearness. 
My sordid earthly covering quite stript oflFj 
I, more than cherub, whose unprisoned spirit 
Sought to glide through Nature's veins, and to enjoy 
In full creative might the life of Deity ! 
What atonement must I make ? One thunder-word 
Hath swept me wide away. 
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I dare not now. 
Dare not presume to mate myself with thee. 
To draw thee to me, if the power was mine. 
The power to hold thee fast hath been denied me. 
In that blest moment^ when I felt so little 
Yet so great withal, thou didst fiercely thrust me 
Back on humanity's uncertain lot. 
Oh ! who will teach me ? What shall I avoid ? 
Must I obey that impulse ? Alas, alas ! 
Actions not less than sufferings clog life's course. 

Something that's alien to it ever clings 
To the most noble and sublime conception 
The human mind can form. When he has acquired 
The good of this world, man calls what is better 
Falsehood and vanity. The glorious feelings 
Which gave us life, and give life its sole value. 
All become torpid in the worldly throng. 

Although at first Fancy, with daring sail. 
And full of hope, may launch forth on the infinite, 
A small space serves to limit her desires. 
When venture after venture hath been wrecked 
In time's unsated whirlpool, then in the heart. 
Aye, in its inmost depths, care builds her nest. 
Hatches vague tortures there and rocks them ceaselessly 
And scares aU joy, all peace away for ever. 
There dwells she, masquing aye in some new guise 5 



38 

It may be in the shape of house and land ^ 
Of wife and children j of fires, floods, or poison. 
Man's doomed to live in dread of what ne*er happens, 
To wail for ever what he doth not lose. 

I feel with pain how unlike the gods I am. 
I rather may compare with the poor worm. 
Which, writhing in the soil to preserve existence. 
By the chance step of the traveller 's crushed and buried. 

And what but dust is all upon these shelves. 
Narrowing the narrow space these waUs enclose ? 
This frippery, in its thousand empty forms. 
Cramping me up in a world of moths and book-worms? 
Is this the place for finding what I want ? 
Must I plod on, reading in a thousand books 
That — ^with some rare exceptions — ^in all ages 
Man hath lived in misery of his own creating ? 
What art thou grinning at, thou fleshless skull. 
Save that like mine thy brain was once perplext. 
Once, with an ardent longing after truth. 
Sought the bright day, but in the dubious twilight 

Went miserably astray ? ^Ye instruments. 

Ye too, forsooth, must mock me with your wheels 
And cogs and cylinders and screws and pinions ! 
I stood at the gate, ye were to be the keys ; 
But, though your wards are curiously twisted. 
Ye have not turned aside the bolts. Great Nature, 
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Inscrutable even amidst broad day-light^ 
Lets not the veil she shrouds in be torn off j 
And what she doth not of her own free will 
Choose to reveal, will not be wrested from her 
By levers, pulleys, or such like devices. 

You antique lumber, I have never used j 
Because my sire required you, ye are here. 
Old roll, thou hast lain begrimed in smoke since first 
My lamp began to blacken from this desk. 
Better have flung to the winds the slender stock 
Of lore that I inherited, than thus 
To sweat beneath its weight. Wouldst thou possess 
What thy ancestors bequeath thee, re-acquire it. 
What we make not ours by our own exertions. 
What our own brooding spirit doth not vivify. 

Is a mere incumbrance to us. ^But why 

Are my eyes fixt, as if by fascination. 

On yonder phial ? Hath it the magnet's power ? 

Why of a sudden doth all round me seem 

So exquisitely bright ? as when the moonlight bursts 

Round some benighted traveller in the woods. 

I hail thee, thou rare phial ! I take thee down 
With fitting reverence : in thee, I honour 
The wit and art of man ; thou, the abstraction 
Of kind and soporific juices -, thou. 
Of aU refined and deadly essences 
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The concentration. Oh, vouchsafe thy master 

A token of thy grace. I gaze upon thee. 

And the pang is mitigated. I grasp thee. 

And the strife abates ; the flood-tide of the spirit 

Ebbs gradual 5 Fm beckoned forth on the wide sea. 

The crystal waves fall glittering at my feet 5 

Another day invites to other shores. 

A fiery chariot on light pinions comes 
Gracefully curving down. I feel prepared 
By a new track to glide through the realms of space, 
On to new spheres of pure activity. 

Oh this sublime existence ! Oh this god-like 
Beatitude ! And thou — worm as thou wert — 
Dost thou merit it ? Aye, if resolutely 
Thou tum'st thy back upon this earth's bright sun j 
If thou darest to burst open those dread gates 
Which all besides so timidly slink past. 
Now is the fitting time by deeds to show 
That the inherent dignity of man 
Yields not to the sublimity of God ; 
To quaU not, in sight of that dark abyss. 
Where fancy damns itself to its own torments j 
To struggle on to the pass whose straitened gorge 
Hell doth with flames encircle -, to resolve 
With calmness on the step, even at the risk 
Of sinking into the abyss of nothingness. 
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Forth from thy old receptacle advance. 
Thou pure crystalline goblet ! upon whom 
I have not cast a thought for many a year. 
At my sire's festivals thou oft wert wont 
To gladden the grave guests as they passed thee round 
To each other. The gorgeousness of all 
The images wrought with such curious art -, 
The drinker's duty, first in rhyme to explain them. 
Then quaff off thy contents in one deep draught ; 
Of many a night in youth all this reminds me. 
I shall not pass thee to a neighbour now. 
Or display my wit by expounding thy devices. 
Here is a draught that soon intoxicates ; 
With this brown juice I fill thee to the brim -, 
Be this last draught — which 1 myself have brewed. 
Which I freely choose — drunk off with my whole soul. 
As a solemn festal greeting to this mom. 

\_He puts the goblet to his lips, 
[The ringing of hells and singing of choruses.'] 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

Christ hath ascended on high ^ 
Joy to mortality ! joy ! 
Ancestral imperfections now, 
Unenduring, servile, low. 
No longer enshrine 
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Its essence divine. 
Joy to mortality ! joy ! 

FAUST. 

What deep preluding sounds^ what matchless strain^ 
Thus, with resistless impulse, draws away 
The goblet from my lips ? Are ye already 
Proclaiming Easter's first glad festal hour. 
Ye hollow sounding beUs ? Are ye already 
Chanting, ye choruses, that hymn of comfort. 
Which erst on the sepulchral night pealed forth 
From angels* lips, and gave the world assurance 
Of a new covenant with guilty man ? 

CHORUS OF WOMEN. 

With rich and fragrant spices, we 
Embalmed his body carefully 3 
And stretched, and laid him as was meet. 
And swathed him in the burial sheet. 
But ah ! his relics dear 
We come — his followers true — 
Through bursting tears to view. 
And find no longer here. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

Christ is re-seated above ! 

He, who from infinite love. 
Through the trial, wholesome though austere. 
Afflicting, chastening, and severe. 
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Successfully strove 
In the fulness of love. 
Christ is re-seated above ! 

FAUST. 

Celestial tones, with your subduing softness. 

Why do ye seek me out here in the dust ? 

Peal forth where more confiding hearts are found. 

I hear the message, but I have not faith — 

That faith whose darling child is miracle. 

I dare not struggle towards those spheres from whence 

Those joyful tidings come ; and yet from childhood 

Accustomed, as I have been, to the sound. 

It still hath power to call me back to life. 

In by-gone days, the kiss of heavenly love 

Greeted me in the Sabbath's holy calm ; 

The fuU-toned bell pealed forth a mystic meaning 3 

And prayer raised sweet emotions in my heart. 

A longing then, beyond expression sweet. 

Impelled me forth to wander thorough woods 

And plains 3 and, midst a thousand scalding tears, 

I felt ideal worlds rise at my call. 

This anthem was the harbinger of all 

The hallowed joyousness, the gladsome sports. 

The unchecked happiness of spring festivity. 

With child-like feeling, memory restrains me 

Now, from this final and decisive step. 
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Sound on^ ye strains^ celestial and prevailing ! 
Earth wins me back again^ and warm tears flow. 

CHORUS OF YOUNG DISCIPLES. 

He whom the grave enclosed now reigns on high ; 
The heavens enshrine 

His form diviije ; 

He hath raised himself triumphantly ! 

In aye-encreasing bliss. 

Near to creating joy he is : 

And we are left for suffering here. 

Upon the bleak earth's breast. 

Thus struggling and unblest. 

Master, we mourn thy fate, with many a tear. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

From corruption's prison 
Christ hath arisen. 
Tear loose, with ^lad acclaim. 
Your bonds of sin and shame. 
Ye, who with brotherly affection strove ; 
Ye, who have manifested best your love ; 
Ye, who by deeds have fitly praised ; 
Ye, who have preached his hallowed name, 
Unscared by persecution's flame 5 
He's near you 3 shout with glad acclaim ! 
For you hath he been raised. 



BEFORE THE GATE. 

Promenaders of all classes pass out. 

SOME MECHANICS. 

Why that way ? 

OTHERS. 

We are for the hunting-lodge. 

THE FORMER. 

And we for the mill. 

A MECHANIC. 

1 should recommend 

The water-side. 

A SECOND. 

'Tis not a pleasant road. 

THE OTHERS. 

What will you do ? 

A THIRD. 

I shall go with the rest. 

A FOURTH. 

Let's up to Burgsdorf 5 there we shall be sure 
Of fine girls, and good beer, and lots of fun. 
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A FIFTH. 

What^ scamp ! your skin still itching ? I shan't go 3 
I always feel a horror of that place. 

SERVANT GIRL. 

Noj nOj indeed ! I shall go back again. 

ANOTHER. 

We shall be sure to find him by those poplars. 

THE FIRST. 

And if we do^ what benefit to me ? 

He will be sure to walk beside of you. 

Only with you he dances on the green ; 

And what concern can I have with your pleasures ? 

THE SECOND. 

■ 

But he will not be by himself today ; 
A certain lad with curly hair is with him. 

STUDENT. 

The deuce ! how very fast they're stepping out! 
Brother^ come on ! we must get up with them. 
Strong beer, good tobacco, fine girls, for ever ! 
That's my taste now. 

citizens' daughters. 

Pretty fellows they are ! 
What a vile shame it is, when they might have 
Their choice of proper company, to run 
After such girls as that ! 
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S£COND STUDENT (tO the fifSt), 

Don't hurry so ! 
There are two lasses coming on behind us^ 
So nicely dressed^ and one of them's my neighbour^ 
And an especial favourite of mine. 
They're walking on in their shy quiet way. 
But at last they'll let us join them, there's no fear. 

THE FIRST. 

No, brother, no ! I hate the least restraint. 
Come, quick ! or we shall lose the real game. 
The hand that twirls the mop on Saturday 
On Sunday best will fondle you. Come ! come ! 

CITIZEN. 

No, no, indeed he's not at all to my mind. 
This new Burgomaster; since he's become so. 
He's daily growing more and more despotic. 
And what's he doing, I should like to know. 
For the town ? thafs getting daily worse and worse 5 
One Ihust submit to more restraints than ever. 
And pay at the same time more than ever, too. 

BEGGAR {sing$). 
Worthy gentlemen, I pray. 

Pity the poor beggar's lot ! 
Lovely ladies, on this day 
Be not charity forgot ! 
Kind hearts, a trifle I implore 5 
Pity and relieve the poor. 
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'Tis a blessed day for you — 
Many more such may you see — 

Give me cause to bless it too. 
Open-handed all must be 

Who of light hearts would make sure. 

Pity and relieve the poor ! 

ANOTHER TOWNSMAN. 

I know of nothing half so entertaining. 

On Sundays and on holidays like this. 

As talking about wars and rumours of wars. 

When the fighting's at some Turkish place behind us. 

How pleasant 'tis, to sit here at the window. 

Toss oflF one's glass, and see the painted vessels 

Drop down the river 3 then, as evening closes. 

One jogs quietly towards home content and happy, 

And blesses peace and peaceful times like these. 

THIRD TOWNSMAN. 

To that I've not the least objection, neighbour. 
They may break each other's heads that wiU fofme, 
In some far-off place, and turn all topsy-turvy. 
Only let things at home stay as they are. 

AN OLD WOMAN (to the citizens daughters). 
Hey day ! how smart we are ! what sweet young blood ! 
Who but would fall in love with you, I wonder ? 
Only not quite so proud, might be as well. 
And what you wish for, I should know how, I guess, 
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To put you all in the right way of getting. 

citizen's daughter. 
Come along^ Agatha ! I'm always cautious 
Not to be seen in public with such witches j 
Though 'tis true she showed me, on St. Andrew's eve. 
My future sweetheart to the very life. 

THE OTHER. 

And mine she showed me also, in the glass. 
Like a soldier amongst other manly fellows -, 
I oft look round in search of him, but never 
Can see him any where as yet. 

SOLDIERS. 

Towns with walls girded round 

Fain would we win -, 
Maidens with beauty crowned. 

Wealth, are therein. 

Hark ! the shrill trumpet's breath 

Rending the air ! 
Cites it to joy or death 

We know nor care. 

Is not the charm of life 

Reckless adventure ? 
Charging midst fields of strife. 

Stormed gaps to enter ? 

VOL. I. D 
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So^ towns with walls girded round 

Let*s on and win them ! 
Maidens with beauty crowned. 

Wealth, are within them. 

Faust and Wagner. 

FAUST. 

Freed by the quickening impulse of the spring. 

The lately ice-bound streams rejoicing flow. 

And joyous hope is budding in the vales -, 

Old winter in his dotage seeketh shelter 

'Midst the bleak mountains, scattering in his flight 

Nought but some feeble showers of half-thawed hail, 

That melt at once on the green-springing meads j 

For the sun endures no chilling whiteness now. 

But sets the vegetable world astir 5 

Buds into leaves, seeds into plants unfold. 

And soon he'll deck them in a thousand hues. 

The landscape wants the adornment of gay flowers 

Thus early, but their places are supplied 

By people in their holiday attire. 

Do look back on the town from this acclivity -, 

From the dark portal, what a motley crowd 

Is streaming forth to sun themselves today ! 

They celebrate the rising of the Lord 

With true delight, for they themselves have risen 
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From narrow rooms piled up 'neath sordid roofs. 
From the dull bondage of mechanic toil. 
From stifling labyrinths of lanes and alleys. 
From the venerable gloom of Gothic churches — 
To open cheerful daylight have they risen. 
See, see ! how quick the living mass disperses 
Through gardens and green fields ! the river, too. 
Is tossing on its surface many a bark 
Freighted with jovial company today : 
Mark the last wherry as it pushes off. 
Laden almost to sinking j every where. 
Even on the furthest pathways of the hills. 
Gay party-coloured dresses meet our glance. 
And, firom the buzz that meets my ear, we soon 
Shall be amidst the bustle of a village 5 
The thronging and the shouting and the noise. 
That form the multitude's true paradise; 
Old folks and young huzzaing joyously. 
Here I can feel, and own myself, a man. 

WAGNER. 

Doctor ! it is both honour and advantage. 

And I esteem it so, to walk with you 3 

But if alone I should not venture here. 

For beyond all things I hate vulgar coarseness 3 

And fiddling, skittle-playing, and such like. 

Are utterly detestable to me. 
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The downs behave as if Old Nick possessed them. 
And call it merriment^ enjoyment^ harmony! 

Peasants {around the Lime-tree). 
[^Dance and Song."] 

With holiday jacket and ribbons so gay 
The swain decked himself for the dance } 

Amidst the thronged circle he elboived bis way. 
And for partners he trusted to chance. 

Huzza! huzza! huzza! 
To and fro how the fiddlesticks glance ! 

As he eagerly pushed right and left to get in. 

He encountered a rosy-cheeked lass. 
Who with two laughing eyes as provoking as sin, 

Said, ' In rudeness I think you surpass.* 
Huzza! huzza! huzza! 

^ Pray don*t make yourself such an ass.* 

But on went the dancing with spirit and glee. 

Feet shifted and petticoats twirled. 
In the ring that was formed round the old linden^tree. 

By the merriest folks in the world. 
Huzza! huzza! huzza! 

By the happiest folks in the world. 
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Sow tired and heated and all of a glow^ 

They rested themselves on the grass. 
And our swain found himsdf at the feet of his foe. 

The scolding and rosy-cheeked lass. 
Huzza! huzza! huzza! 

Need one marvel how that came to pass ? 

* You men are all faithless : be quiet, I say, 
Don*t plague me, you troublesome bore!' 

But to prove his exception he coaxed her away, [fore. 
Whilst the dance round the lime-tree went on as be- 

Huzza! huzza! huzza! 
And far and wide echoed the joyous uproar. 

OLD PJEASANT. 

Why Doctor, this is really kind of you ! 
Although so deeply learned, you're not above 
Taking an interest in our sports : pray drink 
From our best jug, filled freshly with the best : 
Here's my humble service — pray God bless you ! 
May it do more than merely quench your thirst j 
May every drop add to your honoured days ! 

FAUST. 

1 thank yoi^ friend, for this refreshing draught : 
All health and happiness to you in turn. 
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The People come round him, 

OLD PEASANT. 

'Tis as it should be, that you come amongst us 
Upon this day of gladness, for you were 
Our friend when evil days were vexing us. 
There's many of us standing here alive 
Your father rescued from the fever's rage. 
When that he stayed the pestilence. 
And you too, though you were but a young man. 
Visited aU the houses of the sick. 
And tho' from out them many a corpse was brought. 
Yet you remained unhurt, and did endure 
Many a dreadful trial. But the great Helper 
Above aided the helper here. 

All. 
Health and long life to our old and tried friend ! 
May it long be in his power to help ! 

FAUST, 

Bend before Him on high who teaches how 
To help, and sends his needful blessing with it. 

[Hie proceeds on with Wagner. 

WAGNER. 

What feelings must be yours, respected Sir, 
When you receive such homage from the people. 
Happy the man who thus can turn his gifts 
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To good account ! The father points you out 
To his boy 5 all ask, all press around you 5 
Fiddles are stopped, the dancers make a pause ; 
As you go by, they range themselves in rows. 
Fling caps in the air, and all but bend the knee. 
As if the Host were passing. 

FAUST. 

To yon crag, 
'Tis but a few steps more, and then we '11 rest. 
Here, lone and thoughtful, I have often sat. 
And disciplined myself by prayer and fasting. 
Here, rich in hope, and with undoubting faith, 
I strove, with sighs and tears and wringing hands. 
To turn the Lord of Heaven from his purpose. 
And stay the pestilence. Now the people's praise 
Sounds like a taunting mockery in my ears. 
Ah ! couldst thou read the inmost soul, and see 
How little sire or son deserve such laud ! 
My worthy sire, a somewhat gloomy man. 
With honest zeal, did after his own fashion 
Seek, by fantastical experiments. 
To wrest from nature her most hidden secrets. 
Like other adepts of the alchemic school. 
He shut himself up in his laboratory. 
And passed his days in fusing contraries. 
There, was the crimson lion, a bold lover. 
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To tbe lily wedded^ in the tepid bath 3 
Then^ from one bridal chamber to another^ 
They both were tortured by an open flame > 
And if the young queen in the glass appeared 
Of varied hues — ^it was the medicine sought. 
The patients died^ and none asked who recovered 3 
And thus did we^ with this infernal mixture^ 
Rage in these vales and mountains worse by far 
Than the pestilence. I myself hare given 
Poison to thousands 3 they have pined and died^ 
And I survive— to hear the murderers praised. 

WAONER.. 

How strange^ to vex yourself about such things ! 
What more can be required of a good man. 
Than to practise the art which he professes 
With conscientious care ? If to your sire 
You are accustomed to look up in youth. 
You gain his knowledge and adopt his views 3 
And if in riper manhood you attain 
To juster views and more extended knowledge. 
In the same way, and from the self-same cause. 
Your son may reach a higher point than you. 

FAUST. 

Happy, thrice happy, who with buoyant mind 
Still hopeth to emerge from error's sea ! 
Man ever strives for what he doth not know. 
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And what he doth know> knows not how to use. 

But let us not with such peqilexing thoughts 

Disturb the blessing of an hour like this. 

See how the cottages from verdant nooks 

Gleam in the setting sun ! See yon blue hill 

Bending beneath his glory ! Now he sinks — 

Sinks gradual — the day is over-lived ! 

Away he glideth, quickening other life. 

And I've no wing to lift me from the ground^ 

And bear my yearning spirit, on, on, on — 

For ever after him ! I should behold 

The world, as now, a smiling paradise. 

For ever at my feet ! the hills on fire. 

The lovely valleys cradled in repose. 

The silver brooks blend with the golden river ! 

Yon savage mountain, with its torn ravines. 

Would form no barrier to my godlike course. 

Already open on my raptured sight. 

The sea, and all the glowing shores it laves ! 

Now once again, the day-god glides away. 

But the fresh kindling impulse urges on. 

Still still to quaff his everlasting light. 

The day before me and the night behind. 

The heavens above me and the waves beneath. 

Ah lovely dream ! whilst passing he is gone. 

Alas ! we hove no bodily wings to cope 
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With the quick-glancing pinions of the mind. 
Yet 'tis our being's innate tendency 
Upwards and onwards ever still to strive : 
When o'er us, melting in the blue expanse. 
The lark exulting sings j o'er pine-clad heights 
When the eagle soars -, and when o'er plain and sea 
The crane plies onwards to his distant home. 

WAGNER. 

Why I myself have often had strange fancies. 
But never yet an impulse of the kind. 
One soon gets sated of mere woods and fields. 
I never dreamt of envying birds their wings. 
How different the enjoyments of the mind. 
Leading from page to page, from book to book ! 
How cheerful do they make the winter nights. 
Spreading a glowing warmth through all our frame. 
But heaven itself pervades one's every sense 
When one unrols some precious manuscript. 

FAUST. 

Of but one instinct thou, my friend, art conscious j 
Ah, never court the acquaintance of the other ! 
Alas ! two souls are struggling in my breast 
To separate themselves from one another. 
The one is clinging, as with hooks of steel. 
With fond tenacious grasp unto the world 3 
The other, with majestic grace, would soar 
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To purer realms beyond this misty scene ; 

Seats of high ancestry it claims descent from. 

Ye spirits — ^if there be such — ^ye that hover 

In the viewless air, and rule 'twixt earth and heaven. 

Oh ! now from your own glowing sphere descend. 

And bear nie off to some diviner life. 

Ah ! could I call some magic mantle mine. 

And could it bear me amidst untried scenes, 

I 'd prize it far beyond the costliest garments j 

I would not change it for a monarch's robe. 

WAGNER. 

Invoke not, I implore, the beings of air. 
Those elvish squadrons that, as quick as thought. 
Capricious spread wherever it may list them. 
Threatening mishap to man in countless forms : 
From the bleak north, sharp -fanged and arrowy- 

tongued 
They rush upon him 5 from the parching east. 
To seize upon his lungs 3 from the south they come 
With fevers and delirium of the brain ; 
The west pours forth a swarm that but refreshes 
To drown his fields, his cattle, and himself. 
Eves-droppers are they, ever bent on mischief. 
Pleased to obey because pleased to delude. 
They feign themselves from heaven and lisp like angels. 
But pray let us be moving, for the scene 
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Is grey already^ tbe air chill and misty ! 
Only when night approaches do we set 
A proper value on our home. — ^But why 
Stand you and gaze with such astonishment ? 
What do you see^ that thus draws your attention 
Amidst the gloaming ? 

FAUST. 

Seest thou yon black dog 
Skirmishing round us through the com and stubble ? 

WAGNER. 

I saw him long since : he did not strike me 
As having aught peculiar. 

FAUST. 

Mark him well ! 
For what do you take the brute ? 

WAGNER. 

For a poodle^ 
Poodle-like^ nosing out his master's track. 

FAUST. 

But mark you how^ in wide and spiral curves^ 
He courses rounds nearer and nearer to us ? 
And, if I do not err, a whorl of fire 
Follows upon his track. 

WAGNER. 

For my part I see merely a black poodle. 
Some optical illusion must deceive you. 
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FAUST. 

It does appear to me that he is drawing 
Light magic nooses all around our path. 

WAGNER. 

I see him coursing round us timidly^ 

And hesitate^ because he sees two strangers 

Instead of his master. 

FAUST. 

The circle narrows — 
He draws near — ^he's already close to us ! 

WAGNER. 

It plainly is a dog^ and not a spirit. 

See — he pauses^ whines, crouches on his belly. 

And wags his tail, as dogs are wont to do. 

FAUST. 

Come hither, dog ! hither, and go with us. 

WAGNER. 

It is nothing but a poor stray poodle dog. 

If you stand stOl he'll sit up 5 if you speak. 

He'll jump against you, and whisk round and round 3 

Had you lost aught he would find and bring it you. 

Or jump into the water for your stick. 

FAUST. 

You're right : there are no traces of a spirit. 
And all is merely the result of training. 
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WAGNER. 

Even the wisest may become attached 

To a well-bred dog ; and he'll deserve, I doubt not, 

Whate'er of favour you bestow on him — 

Apt pupil, as he is, of two such students. 

[They enter the town gate. 



STUDY. 

Faust, entering with the Poodle. 

FAUST. 

I've left a glorious landscape veiled in night — 

Deep night — ^that wakes in us the better soul. 

With its presentiments of holy awe. 

Now slumber in their lair — the human breast — 

Those earth-born, selfish, grovelling desires. 

The parents of so many violent deeds : 

Love only stirs there, love of man — of God. 

Be quiet, poodle ! don't run to and fro so ! 
What are you sniffing at beneath the door ? 
There's my best cushion — ^lie down by the stove. 
As you amused us vdth your freaks and gambols 
Upon the mountain path, so now receive 
My proflFered kindness, as a quiet guest. 

Ah, when night's husht and blessed reign returns. 
And the trimmed lamp again burns genially. 
How the thoughts brighten in self-studying hearts ! 
Then reason 'gins to plead, hope to re-bloom y 
Then for life's purer fountains do we yearn. 
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Yea, for the far-oflF sources of our being. 

Don't growl so, poodle ! that vile currish sound 
In no way harmonizes with those tones 
To which my soul is wholly now attuned. 
To scoff at what they do not understand. 
To turn to mockery the good, the beautiful^ 
So often uncongenial to their nature. 
With men I know 's an every -day event. 
Is the dog snarling at it, too, like them ? 

But ah ! I feel, even in the kindliest mood. 
Content no longer wells up in my breast. 
Ah ! wherefore should this spring fail us so soon. 
And leave our parched souls thirstier than before ? 
But I have now experienced that full oft. 
And the deficiency may be supplied. 
It makes one value what is not of earth 
More justly, makes one long for revelation ; 
And where bums this so purely and so bright 
As in the Christian's charter — ^the New Testament? 
I feel impelled to ope the original text. 
And to translate from it, with strict integrity, 
A portion in^ my beloved German. 

{_He opens a volume and prepares himself to do to. 
'Tis written^ ' In the beginning was the wobd.' 
Word — ^word ? I am at fault already > 
I cannot value the mere word so highly^ 
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I must translate it di£ferently ^m this^ 

If by the spirit I*m indeed inspired^ 

'Tis written : ' In the beginning was the mind/ 

Let this initial line be well considered : 

Let me not be o'er- hasty with the pen. 

Are all things then produced and swayed by mind ? 

Try thus, ' In the beginning was the power/ 

Yet, in the act of setting down that word. 

There's something warns me that it will not do. 

At length the spirit aids ! I see my way 

Qearly, and vnite with ready confidence : 

' In the beginning was the deed.' 

Poodle! 
If you're to be allowed to share my chamber. 
You must not howl so, you must not keep barkings 
I can't have such a troublesome companion. 
Tis past endurance ! either you or I 
Must quit the ceU — though I withdraw from you 
My hospitality with some reluctance. 
There, the door's open, the way clear for you. 

But what do I behold ? Comes this to pass 
By natural means ? Is't shadow ? is't reality ? 
How long, how broad the poodle grows, — expands. 
Ibises, exalts himself, with wondrous power ! 
Surely 'tis not a dog-'s, that monstrous form ! 
What ! have I brought a spectre to my house ? 
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He looks already like a huge behemoth^ 
With fiery eyes and most terrific jaws. 
Ah ! now of thy true nature I am sure ! 
Solomon's key 's for thy half-heUish sort. 

Spirits {in the passage). 

There's one caught within. 
Like a fox in a gin ; 
An old lynx of hell 
Quakes in the cell. 
He must be freed. 
But take heed, take heed 
How we proceed ! 
Up and down, to and fro. 
Around let us go. 
Fly thither, fly back 
To his aid, don't be slack. 
He hath done us good service, you know. 

FAUST. 

This unearthly beast to quell. 
Weave I now the four-fold spell : 
Salamander shall glow. 
And Undine shall flow. 
And Sylph shall invisible grow. 
And Kobold 
Shall be roused from his hold. 
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No mastery 

O'er spirits hath he 
Who knows not the power 
Of the elements four. 

Salamander, vanish in flame ! 

Rushingly blend. Undine ! 

Sylph, like a beautiful meteor gleam ! 

Incubus ! Incubus ! 

Bring thy help — and thus 

Complete is the spell, I proclaim. 

None of the four 

Can pierce his skin 
Undisturbed as before 

Doth he lie and grin. 

I must compel 

By a stronger spell. 

Art thou 
A scapeling from hell's dark confine ? 

Behold the sign 
To which the fiendish legions bow ! 
Now he is swelling, his hair bristles now ! 
Reprobate ! 
Dost thou appreciate 
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His mighty spell ? 
The Underived, the Unpronounceable^ 
The All-difFused^ who gav^ the faearens birth ^ 

He who became. 

And suffered shame> 
Incarnate in the human form on earth. 

I ' ve driven him behind the stove^ and now 

Like a huge elephant his form dilates -, 

The room fills with him — ^he'll dissolve in mist. 

But ascend not to the roof ! Down^ down 

At thy master's feet ! Thou find'st mine no vain threat. 

With holy fire I '11 scorch thee ! Bide thou not 

For the thrice glowing flame — ^my strongest spell ! 

Mephistopheles^ as the mist sinks, comes forward from 
behind the stove, clothed like a, travelling scholar, 

MEPHIST0PBELE6. 

Why such alarm ? What may your pleasure be ? 

FAUST. 

So this then is the kernel of the poodle ! 

A travelling student ? The casus makes me laugh. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I salute your very learned worship ! 
You've made me sweat uncommonly. 

FAVST. 

Your name ? 
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UEPHISTOPHELES. 

The question strikes me to be very petty. 
Coming from one who scorns the Word so much ; 
One who^ despising all that's mere appearance, 
Seeketh to probe the essential depths of Being. 

FAUST. 

Amongst such gentlemen as you, the name 
Indicates very commonly the essence -, 
As shown too obviously, should it be Fly>God, 
Spoiler, Liar : and so, once more, who art thou ? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

A portion of that power which is ever 
Devising evil and producing good. 

FAUST. 

But how am I to construe this enigma ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I am the spirit who denieth constantly. 
And rightly too : for nothing is produced 
That had not better be reduced to nothing j 
Therefore if nought existed 'twould be better. 
And so what you call sin, destruction, evil. 
Doth constitute my proper element. 

FAUST. 

Yott Stand here whole, yet call yourself a part. 

MEPHI£T0PHELE8. 

I tell the modest truth. It is for man — 
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Folly's microcosm — ^io deem himself a whole. 

A part of that part which in the beginning 

Was all in all 5 a portion of the darkness 

Which brought forth light, am I ; the haughty Ligl 

Who now contesteth with old mother Night 

Her ancient rank and space^ but inefiFectively : 

He cleaves to bodies, struggle as he will. 

He flows from bodies, he gives bodies beauty. 

By bodies is impeded in his course j 

And so, ere long, with bodies may he perish ! 

FAUST. 

Now I perceive thy dignified vocation ! 
Wholesale destruction is beyond thy means. 
So thou attempt'st it on a smaller scale. 

MEPUISTOPHELES. 

And, if the truth must out, with small success, [thing, 

This clumsy world, this something matched *gainst no- 

I've often tried my hand at — with deluges. 

With earthquakes, tempests, fires — ^without effect j 

Both sea and land remain, upon the whole. 

Much as they were ; so, too, the cursed vitality 

Of man and brutes — the litter that inhabit it. 

How many myriads have I buried ! yet 

Fresh blood stHl flows, through still renewing forms. 

It really is enough to drive one mad 

To find things will go on ! From earth, air, water— 
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In dry, cold, wet, hot — germs evolve by millions ! 
Nought could I call my own peculiarly. 
Had I not made of fire a reservation. 

FAUST. 

So you impotently clench your demon fist. 

Do you, to spar *gainst the creative power. 

The ever-active and beneficent ? 

Attempt what's less absurd, strange child of chaos. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We will advise on't — more of that anon. 
Have I permission now to take my leave ? 

FAUST. 

I can perceive no reason for your question. 
Now we have made acquaintance, call on me 
At any time, whene'er you feel inclined. 
There is the door- way, and the window there : 
I have besides a chimney at your service. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To say the truth, a trifling obstacle 

Prevents my going — the goblin foot on your threshold. 

FAUST. 

Indeed ! the pentagram perplexes you ? 

Tell me then, child of hell, if 't has such power. 

How you entered ? how such a spirit could be caught ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tis incorrectly drawn : one of the angles. 
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The outward one^ you see^ opens a Httle. 

FAUST. 

A lucky accident ! a chance-bit^ faith ! 
Then thou shouldst be my prisoner ? 

MEPHI8TOPHELB8. 

The poodle 
Sprung o*er the siU and took no notice on*t : 
The thing assumes a di£Perent aspect now : 
The Devil can't get out. 

FAUST. 

Why not ? There's the window. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis a law binding upon ghosts and devils 
That they must go by the same road they came : 
As to the one we're free^ to the other slaves. 

FAUST. 

Then hell itself has laws ! I'm glad 'tis so^ 
Because a binding compact may be made 
With you dark gentlemen ? 

MBPHISTOPHEUBS. 

To the very letter. 
Thou shalt enjoy whate'er thou mayst be promised; 
Not the least deduction shaU be made from it. 
But this is not for instant comprehension : 
We'll speak of it again, when next we meet. 
Let me go now I earnestly entreat you. 
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FAUST. 

Stay, till youVe told me something worth the telling. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

Pray let me go now ! Shortly I '11 return^ 
Then you may question me as you think fit. 

FAUST. 

I laid no snare : quite of your own accord 

You ran into the net. Who has got hold 

Of the DevU^ should keep holdj for he's not caught 

A second time so easily, I guess. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

If, then, you really wish my stay, so be it ; 
But upon one condition — ^that I ' ve leave 
To use my arts in beguiling time for you. 

FAUST. 

You have my leave : I wish it to be done — 
Provided always that 'tis something pleasant. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Pleasant! you'll gratify your senses more 
In one short hour, with me, than you can do 
In the whole monotonous year you pass besides. 
The strains my delicate sprites will sing to you. 
The lovely images they'll bring before you. 
Will not be magic's unsubstantial play. 
Sweet odours will delight your sense of smell. 
Dainties your palate, and delicious scenes 

VOL. I. E 
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Will feast your sight. There needs no preparation 
We are all assembled. Spirits, strike up ! 

SPIRITS. 

Disappear, dark vaulted ceiling ! 
It fades ! lo, the heaven's dome ! revealiDg 
Where the bright stars sparkle, where 
Black clouds melt in subtle air. 
Where ethereal beauty teems ! 
Hither, on your tremulous beams. 
Fair worlds ! hither, with each ray. 
Send yearnings for the far away. 

Now light o*er the scenery hovers 
In emerald garb festooned with flowers, 
And with beauty all things covers 3 
Hills and dales, and leafy bowers 
'Neath whose intertangled boughs 
Lovers change life-lasting vows ; 
Covers many a green arcade. 
Many a labyrinth of shade 
Where, in many a spiral ring. 
Tendrils round the firm boughs ding, 
The broad-leaved vine*s glad load to bear 
Of clustering rubies pendent there. 
See them from the wine-press gushing ! 
See them in a bright stream rushing ! 
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Flashings sparkling^ on it foams 
Over beds of precious stones -, 
Onward it pursues its course^ 
Ever farther from its source^ 
Till the vine-clad heights, as on it hies. 
Blend with the purp}e of the skies ; 
Till it widens to a sea. 
On ! the winged Desires rush on. 
To those enchanted isles 
Where endless summer smiles. 
Bright favourites of the sun. 
Hark ! what soft delicious strains 
Are breathing from their smiling plains ! 

The glad harmony 
Some with choral voice are joining. 
Some in graceful dance are twining. 
Some on verdant slopes reclining. 
Some in shady coverts courting. 
Some amid the blue waves sporting. 
Some are floating in mid-air. 
Hovering light as zephyrs there. 

Onward once again they stray. 

On, in some ideal chase 

Of worlds that teem with joy and grace -, 

Onward, to the far away. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He slumbers I 'Tis well done^ my airy spirits ! 
You've sung him to repose 3 and for this concert 
I am your debtor. Still with fleeting visions 
Play round him ; plunge him in illusion's sea. 

Thou the man^ indeed^ to hold the Devil fast !— 
But now I am in want of a rat's tooth 
To break the threshold's spell. So said so done : 
I hear one rustling hitherward already 
That will obey my mandate in a trice. 

The lord of rats^ mice^ frogs, flies, bugs, and lice, 
Commands thee to come forth and gnaw the threshold, 
Upon the part which he has smeared with oil. 
*Tis well thou skipp'st forth promptly! to the work! 
That on the ledge towards the front's the point 
That repelled me : one bite more, and 'tis done. 
Now, Doctor, dream on, till we meet again. 

FAUST (waking). 
And am I then once more illusion s dupe ? 
Do the sprites vanish thus ? Was't a lying dream 
That the Devil appeared to me ? and was't 
A poodle that I saw whisking away ? 



STUDY. 
Faust^ Mephistopheles. 

PAU8T.' 

Do I hear a knock at the door ? Come in ! 
Plague on it ! who must needs disturb me now ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tis I. 

FAUST. 

Come in ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You must say so three times. 

FAUST. 

Then I repeat^ come in ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So far, so good. 
I trust we shall agree^ seeing that I 
Present myself — ^to obviate idle crotchets — 
In the semblance of a youngster of condition^ 
With gold-laced scarlet coat and stifip silk mantle^ 
Cock's feather in my hat^ and at my side 
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A long and pointed rapier^ in good sooth — 
Not to be prosy — I am come to advise you 
To dress yourself forthwith in the same fashion, 
That^ unrestrain*d^ you may prove what real life is. 

PAUST. 

Whatever dress I put on^ I shall fed 

The torture of this earth's contracted life. 

I'm too old for mere frolic^ and too young 

To be without the promptings of desire. 

What has the world to offer ? This thou must want, 

Thou must abstain from that^ *s the eternal song 

Dinned in the ears of every human beings 

That every hour doth croak to us through life. 

I wake at mom but to renewing horror 3 ' 

I could fain shed bitter tears to see the day 

That in its course I know will not accomplish 

A single wish of mine — not one 3 alas ! 

So far from this, with spiteful waywardness. 

It palsies each presentiment of joy. 

And the creations of my active mind 

Disturbs by a swarm of life's vexatious trifles ; 

And, worn and jaded, when night sinks o'er eartb, 

Stretcht on my couch, I find that rest's denied me; 

That without fail I'm harrassed by wild dreams. 

The god that dwells in mybreast, that sways my energies. 

That, when he lists, can stir its inmost depths. 
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He hatb no influence o*er external things. 
And thus to me existence is a load^ 
Death a wished-for object^ life detestable. 

MEPHISTOPnELES. 

Yet death's a guest never entirely welcome. 

FAUST. 

Happy the man around whose brow he wreathes 
The blood-stained laurel *midst the shouts of victory; 
Wbom^ when the maddening dance is done^ he finds 
Cradled in beauty's arms. Oh^ had I sunk^ 
Enraptured^ lifeless^ 'neath the High Spirit's power ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And yet a certain person did not drink 

A certain brown juice^ on the night in question. 

FAUST. 

It is your pleasure^ then^ to play the spy. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I am not omniscient^ yet much is known to me. 

FAUST. 

Because those sweet familiar sounds o'ercame me^ 

And took me from the grasp of thronging horrors^ 

By playing in accordant symphony 

With what of childhood's feelings I had left : 

I now pronounce my deep curse upon all 

That^ with blinding and alluring influence^ 

Weave their ^ile juggling snares around the soul. 
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And bind it to this miserable den. 

First and especially accurst be all 

Those lofty aspirations^ wbicb the mind 

Forms round her as an atmosphere to exist in ! 

Accurst be all external shows that blind 

And enslave the senses ! Accurst be the dreams 

That cheat with hopes of fame ! Accurst be all 

That tempts us^ in the shape of property^ 

To prize aught as peculiarly our own^ 

Be it wife, child, slave, or heritage ! 

Accurst be Mammon, in whatever mode 

He stirs the passions by his sordid pelf. 

Or if he marshal on to daring deeds. 

Or if he spread the couch for sensual pleasure ! 

Accursed be the grape* s balsamic juice ! 

Accursed be the extasy of love ! 

Accurst be hope ! accurst be faith ! accurst — 

Yea, even beyond all — I curse thee, patience ! 

Chobus of Spirits {invisible). 

Woe! woe! 
That wilful blow 
The crystal sphere hath quite destroyed ! 
A demi-god hath shattered, in despair. 
That world so fair. 
Whose fragmentary wreck we bear 
Into the primal void ! 
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Oh^ raise a funeral wail 
0*er loveliness too frail ! 

Thou^ who amongst the sons of earth 

Art strong in mental power. 
Give to the beautiful new birth -, 
Again within thy bosom rear hope's bower. 
With sense unstained and dear 
Begin a new career ^ 
So shall there peal forth a diviner lay. 
Merry as bells upon a festal day. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

These, the noviciates of my train. 

Sagacious spirits though so young. 

To act, and to enjoy, would fain 

Allure you midst the human throng. 

Be not their counsel breathed in vain ! 

Leave solitude — your choice so long. 
Where stagnate the senses and the sap of life 
And sally forth 'midst the world's exciting strife. 

Cease trifling with the vulture misery. 
That preys upon the bosom where 'tis cherisht. 
The worst society will make you feel 
That you're a man amongst your fellow men. 
\ot that I'd drag you 'mongst the common herd 
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Nor am I of the great ones of the earth ; 
But at your service as a life companion. 
Or, if it please you, as your drudge, your slave. 

FAUST. 

And what return am I to make for this ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

As to that point you still have a long grace. 

FAUST. 

No, no ! the Devil is an egotist. 

Selfish, and doing nought for others* benefit. 

Indifferently, or for the sake of God. 

So let's have the condition plainly stated : 

Servants like you bring peril to a house. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I '11 bind myself, with sleepless zeal to execute 
Your wishes and commands at all times — he be : 
When we meet on the other side life's confine. 
You shall do as much for me. 

FAUST. 

I care nought 
About the other side -, when this world *s a wreck, 
The other may succeed it, if it wiU. 
From this earth aU my joys originate. 
And 'tis this sun that shines on all my sufferings j 
If I can but separate myself from them^ 
Whatever will or can may come to pass -, 
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I do not wish to hear a word about it. 

If in the other world folks love and hate^ 

If they've an above and below — all *s one to me. 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

This is the mood to venture in : bind yoiu^elf 5 

And through this life I '11 task my skill to please you 3 

I'll give you what man never yet possessed. 

FAUST. 

And what, poor Devil, may'st thou have to give ? 
Was the high aspiring spirit — ^the mind of man — 
E'er fathom'd by a being of thy sort ? 
But may be thou hast food that never gluts. 
Red gold that glides from the hand like quicksilver^ 
Some game of chance at which one never wins. 
Some maid who, ev'n whilst folded in one's arms. 
Is casting amorous glances at one's neighbour 3 
Some god-like honour, vanishing like a star-shot. 
Show me the fruit that rots ere it be pluckt, 
And the trees renewing aye their vernal beauty. 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Such task as this not in the least affrights me : 
The treasures named I have at my disposal. 
But, friend^ a time will come, in its due course. 
To feast contentedly on what's really good. 

FAUST. 

If e'er I lie down on the couch of idleness 
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In calm composure — ^let life end at once ! 
If thou canst ever into self-complacence 
By any art delude me 5 if thou canl^t 
Ever contrive to cheat me by enjoyment. 
Be that my last hour ! Wilt accept the wager? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done! 

FAUST. 

Your hand on*t ! If to the passing moment 
I e'er say. Tarry, thou art so delightful ! 
Then I am yours 5 then will I readily perish ; 
Then let the death-bell toll, thy service cease. 
The clock stand still, the index-hand fall down -, 
Let time have no more reference to me ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Weigh this maturely : it will be remembered. 

FAUST. 

You have a perfect right : bear it in mind. 
I have formed no rash or sudden estimate 
Of myself. Even now I am a slave 5 
And what care I, if thine or if another's. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This very day at your inaugural feast 

I commence duty. There needs nothing more — 

Save, to prevent mistake or accident, 

A line or two in writing from your hand* 



85 



FAUST. 

What, thou a pedant too, requiring writing ? 
Of man, and of his word, hast no experience ? 
Is't not enough that I, by word of mouth. 
Dispose of all my interest in eternity ? 
Whirrs not the world onward, in all its currents. 
And why should I be held back by a promise ? 
Yet in our hearts this prejudice is rooted. 
And who of his free choice would pluck it out ? 
He is a happy man within whose breast 
Unsullied truth is shrined 3 he hath no cause. 
No cause he ever will have, to repent . 
Whatever sacrifice he may consent to. 
But a parchment, with its writing and its seal. 
Is a dread yellow spectre that all shrink from 3 
The word dissolving promptly from the pen 
To skin and wax transfers enduring power. 
Spirit of £vil, which dost thou require. 
Brass, marble, parchment, paper ? Shall I use 
The graver or the pen ? Thou'st but to state 
To which thou giv*st the preference. 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

How absurd. 
To overheat yourself and waste your eloquence 
About such trifles ! Any scrap will serve : 
But with a drop of blood you'll please to sign it. 
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FAU8T. 

If that is all, the whim shall be complied with. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Why blood you see *s quite a peculiar juice. 

FAUST. 

You need not fear that I shall break this compact. 

That which I promise is the very thing 

To gain which all my energies are striying. 

I have aspired too high : I but belong 

To thy grade. The Great Spirit hath spumed me, and 

denies 
Access to nature. The links of thought are sever d 3 
Knowledge of every kind I long have loathed. 
Let*s still the glowing passions in the depths 
Of sensuality ! Let every marvel 
Hid by the impenetrable veil of magic 
Be instantly prepared ! Let*s cast ourselves 
Midst the rush of time, the rolling waves of event ! 
There joy and pain, vexation and success. 
May alternate with each other as they will : 
Man is ever restless, must be ever doing. 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 
Nor bounds nor measure is prescribed to you. 
If to snatch at every object as you pass ^ 
If a hasty sip of all things be your wish ^ 
Fall to at once without timidity. 
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FAUST. 

I tell thee once more^ pleasure's not the question : 

I state again^ that I devote myself 

Unto excitement's most delirious whirl 5 

Joy stretched to agony, intensest hate. 

The ague fits — the fever — of vexation. 

Henceforth my breast, relieved of the load of knowledge. 

Shall bare itself to every pang ; shall vibrate 

To its inmost depths with the whole collectively 

That is portion'd out amongst mankind in fragments. 

I will in spirit share the inmost feelings 

Of the powerful, the profound. 

The high, the low, the virtuous, the vile -, 

The weal and woe of all the human race 

I will accumulate within myself. 

And thus dilate, and render co-extensive 

With theirs, my own individuality. 

And be extinguisht in the end like them. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Harken to one who many thousand years 
Hath chewed the cud on this hard nutriment : 
No mortal, 'twixt his cradle and his bier. 
The ancient leaven ever yet digested. 
Trust one of us — ^tbis whole is only made 
For a God. He exists in eternal brightness, 
Vs He decrees to dwell in constant darkness. 
And you — ^where day and night are, is your sphere. 
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FAU8T. 

But I will. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

That may be well enough to say! 
There is but one thing that perplexes me : 
Time is short, art long : but you 're open to conviction j 
Engage a poet as your chamber-council^ 
And put him on his mettle to concentrate 
All noble qualities in your honoured self; 
Let him rack his brains to obtain that precious secret, 
How to blend, with grace and strict congruity^ 
The lion's courage^ the swiftness of the stag; 
The Italian's fiery blood, and the North's firmness; 
Cunning with magnanimity ; the burning 
Impetuous impulses of youthful love. 
With systematic prudence and morality. 
Why even I should like to scrape acquaintance 
With such an unique. I 'd dub him my Lord Microcosm. 

FAUST. 

What then am I, if 'tis not possible 

To attain, though every sense doth strive for't. 

Even the crown of mere humanity ? 

HEPHISTOPHELES. 

You are at the end— exactly what you are. 
You may wear a periwig with countless curls. 
Or mount on six-feet stilts : 'tis all the same^ 
You're but your poor original self at last. 
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FAU8T. 

I fed 'tis so. In vain I *ve scraped together 

The rich results of every human mind^ 

And hived them in my bosom : no new power 

Or faculty springs up within me. 

I find^ on resting from the accomplisht toil, 

Tm not a hair s breadth nearer to the infinite. 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Well^ my good Sir, you see things^ I assure you. 

Precisely in their ordinary dress. 

Henceforward we must manage matters better. 

Or we shall let life's joys slip through our fingers. 

What the deuce ! have you not hands, feet, head, and — ? 

And does not all that's enjoyed with zest and spirit 

Become one's own ? If I've the means to pay 

For half a dozen steeds, their powers are mine 3 

I dash along, and am as right a man 

As if I had twenty-four such legs myself. 

At once and promptly then, have done with study. 

And oflF into the busy world with me ! 

A speculative student in his closet 

Is like a poor brute on a barren heath. 

Betwixt whom and the verdant pastures round 

A barrier's drawn impervious to his senses. 

Whilst ever round and round the unseen fence 

An evil spirit goads him. 
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FAU8T. 

Well^ but how 
Are we to set about it ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

By stepping forth 
Out of this place of lingering martyrdom. 
What a precious mode of spending life it is^ 
Wearying one*s self to death, and stupifying 
Successive sets of young and ardent minds ! 
Pray leave all this to Doctor Paunch, your neighbour. 
Why plague yourself with thrashing weU-thumped 

straw? 
The cream^ the gist^ of what you really know^ 
You dare not tell the youngsters. Hark ! there's one 
In the passage. 

FAUST. 

*Tis impossible I should see him. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

*Twere pity the poor boy should lose his labour, 
And go away disconsolate. Allow me 
Your cap and gown : this masquerading dress 
Is sure to fit me with becoming grace. 

IHe puts on the dress. 

Now trust my wit : ten minutes will suffice ; 

Whilst you, meantime, get ready for our trip. 

lExit Faust. 
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Mephistopheles^ in Faust*s long robe. 
Only despise humanity's strong-holds^ 
Reason and knowledge ; only permit thyself 
To be confirmed in sorcery and delusion 
By the fine tact of the Great Spirit of Lies^ 

And thou art unconditionally mine. 

Fate has bestowed on him an eager^ proud^ 
Uncurbable spirit^ that doth over-leap 
The joys of earth ; so Tm resolved to drag him 
Through the vapid^ dreary, unidea'd wastes 
Of common life ', he shall hesitate^ stare^ 
Pause^ with unrefresht^ unsated appetite ; 
Grasp sensual joys with child-like eagerness^ 
Whilst they elude him like the fabled cup -, 
So, were he not already, by a bond. 
The Devil's, he*d infallibly be lost. 

A ScHOLAB enters, 

8CH0LAB. 

I am but just arrived 5 and come at once 
To pay my homage to the man whom all 
Agree to honour. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This proof of attention 
Claims my fitting thanks. You see a person 
Much like other folks. Then you have not yet 
Had time to look round and arrange your plans ? 
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STUDENT. 

Do Sir, I pray you, interest yourself 

On my behalf! I've come with good resolves. 

Some little money, and a stock of spirits. 

I had hard work to get my mother's leave 

To be so long, so far, away from her : 

But I would fain learn every thing worth knowingp 

MEPHISTOPnELES. 

You're in the very place for't, my young friend. 

STUDENT. 

To tell the honest truth, I should feel glad 

If I were out of it once more : these halls. 

These walled enclosures, do not suit me 5 

The space is so exceedingly confined ; 

Not a tree, not a bit of green turf to be seen ; 

And when I 'm seated 'midst those tiers of benches, 

I 'm so bewildered, sight and hearing fail me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Habit will set tbis right : a child at first 
May not take kindly to the mother's breast. 
But soon gets pleased at nourishing itself. 
Just so you'll feel a daily growing pleasure 
At sucking nourishment from wisdom's bosom. 

STUDENT. 

How fondly I shall hang upon her neck ! 
Do, pray Sir, tell me how I can attain it. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And what profession, now, may you have fix'd on ? 

STUDENT. 

I'm anxious. Sir, to be profoundly learned : 
I wish to comprehend both art and nature -, 
The earthly and celestial sciences. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I see you are on the right track — ^with proviso 
You don't let your attention be distracted 
£7 so many objects tempting your pursuit 
At once. 

STUDENT. 

I m heart and soul in the cause : — 
Though to be sure a little relaxation. 
On a bright sunshine holiday, now and then. 
Might not be whoUy unacceptable. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You must make the most of time, it glides so fast 3 
But method may be said to gain by saving it. 
This reason, my young friend, makes me advise 
That you enter on a course of coUege logic : 
By studying this the mind gets well broke in. 
So that it steps along the path of thought 
Laced up in Spanish boots, as one may say. 
Steadily, and without the risk of starting 
Hither and thither, any way but the right. 
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Like a Will-o*-the-wisp. This plan resolved on, 
Many a toilsome day must be spent to teach you. 
That one^ two, three, distinct and different efforts 
Should gain what you once hit off at a blow. 
With instinctive ease. -Thought's fabrications 
Are formed like tapestry in the weaver s loom : 
One foot-board puts a thousand lines in motion. 
Whilst from swift shuttles, gliding to and fro. 
Threads flow unseen, and form at every instant 
A countless host of interweaving ties. 
Your philosophic master then steps forward. 
And clearly proves it could not choose but be so 3 
Thus would the first be, and the second thus. 
Thus therefore must the third and the fourth be 3 
Showing, if 'twere not for the first and second. 
That the third and fourth never would exist. 
The scholars of all countries prize this highly. 
Though none turn weavers doing what they explain. 
Next you must learn the scientific way 
Of studying and describing living things : 
Vitality has first to be destroyed. 
Then aU the different parts are manageable. 
Though to be sure the spiritual bond is wanting. 
Encheiresin Nature — ^that*s the term 
Chemistry gives it, and thus mocks herself 
Unconsciously. 
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STUDENT. 

I don't quite understand you. 

HEPHIST0PHRLE8. 

In that respect you'll very soon improve. 
When you learn to classify and to reduce. 

STUDENT. 

Dear me ! I'm so confounded by it all^ 
Tis like a smoke-jack twirling in my head. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In the next place : above all other things. 
You must grapple earnestly with metaphysics. 
Be sure you get the most profound perception 
Of what has never passed through human brains 
A sounding phrase will serve to represent 
What does, or does not, penetrate to yours. 
And, for the first half year at least, pray mind 
To attend five lectures daily, without fail j 
Be punctual as the clock at each of them. 
And go with all the paragraphs prepared 
And conn'd before, to enable you to see 
The lecturer does not deviate from his book -, 
But at the same time write away as hard 
As if the Holy Ghost dictated to you. 

STUDENT. 

You need not tell me that a second time : 
I can imagine how extremely useful 
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*Tis. Yes, yes -, what one has in black and white 
One can carry home in comfort and security. 

HBPHISTOPHELBS. 

But really, though, you must choose a profession ! 

STUDENT. 

I cannot bring my mind to jurisprudence. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

Nor can I greatly blame you on that score. 
Knowing so well the nature of the science. 
Like inveterate diseases, laws descend 
Down from one generation to another. 
And spread insensibly from place to place. 
Reason becomes nonsense ^ beneficence a plague. 
Woe's thee, that thou'rt a grandson ! the obligations 
That birth, alas ! entails cannot be questioned. 

STUDENT. 

You increase my repugnance. Happy the pupils 
Whom you instruct ! I ' ve thought of theology. 

MEPHIBTOPUELES. 

I 've no wish to mislead you, be assured ; 

But in the last-named science, to avoid 

Erroneous doctrines is so very difficult -, 

There's so much secret poison lurking in it. 

Which one can scarce distinguish from the medicine. 

In this, as in the others, I advise 

To attend one master only, and to hold 
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AU that he says as gospel ; and, in fact^ 
Be guided^ as a general rule^ by words^ 
Then by a safe road you will reach Faith's temple. 

STUDENT. 

But then eacb word must have annext to it 
Some proper meaning. 

MKPHISTOPHELES. 

Right ! but one must not 
Be over-anxious about that, because 
Precisely at the point where meaning fails 
Tis that a word comes in most opportunely. 
Disputes are admirably carried on 
By words 3 a system may be built with words -, 
Words form the best materials for a creed ) 
From a word not one iota can be taken. 

STUDENT. 

Your pardon for my long obtrusion, pray -, 
But I must venture on one more request : 
Would you but be so kind, respecting medicine^ 
As give a hint or two for my instruction ? 
God knows the field of knowledge is so vast. 
And three years is so very short a time — 
But with a hint one feels one*s way on further. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (dside). 

I begin to weary of the prosing style *. 

ru act in proper character again. lAloud, 

VOL. I. F 
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The essential part of medicine *s soon got at. 

The great world and the litUe world are studied 

Merely to let things go on^ after all^ 

As it pleases God. When you mix with life^ 

You'll find the scientific lumber useless. 

'Tis foUy to expect folks will learn more 

Than they can learn ; and he who best chimes io 

With the humour and the notions of the day 

Is the most popular and successful man. 

You have a passable figure, and won't want 

Boldness : so put confidence in yourself^ 

Then others will be sure to do so too. 

But above all, devote your best attention 

To the most eflFective way of treating women : 

All their disorders — nervousness, vapours, 

Languor^ hysterics, and what not, so very 

Interesting, so very various — are 

To be cured, remember, from a single point. 

Mind too, a grave and self-collected air. 

And learned title, are essential things 

To convince them of the great superiority 

Of your art. You've won them then, and at once 

A host of little privileges are granted 

That others toil for years without obtaining : 

Then you may feel the pulse with delicate warmth j 

Then without scruple clasp the tender waist. 
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To assure yourself the lacing *s not too tight. 

STtTDENT. 

There is plain sense in that^ at any rate ! 
In that^ one sees the wherefore and the how. 

MSPHIBT0PHELE8. 

Grey is all theory, my youthful friend ; 

The golden tree of life, all green and cheerful. 

STUDENT. 

I TOW all this is as a dream to me. 

Bfight I hope to be allowed, some future day. 

To hear the grounds of what your wisdom states ? 

MEPHISTOPHELSS. 

Willing to serve you, far as I have power, 
You'U ever find me. 

STUDENT. 

'Tis impossible 
To take leave, without striving to obtain 
Some slight memorial of the honour done me. 
In my commonplace book : I trust you'll grant me 
This token of your favour. 

MEPHI8T0PHELE8. 

Most readily. 
[He writes and gives it back.'] 
STUDENT (reads), 
Eritis sicut Deus, scientes bonum £t malum. 
[He closes the book reverentially, and takes leave. 
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1IBPHI8TOPBBLE8. 

But follow that old sayings and my cousin 
The ancient serpent -, then, sooner or later. 
You, with your likeness to the Deity, 
Will need no admonition to repentance. 

FAUST (enters). 
Now then, what course shall we take ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The choice is youn. 
Let*s see the small world first, and then the great one. 
How joyously you'll revel through the course! 

FAUST. 

But with my beard, and want of easy manners, 

I shall be sure to fail in the attempt. 

I never had the slightest notion how 

To accommodate myself to forms and customs j 

I feel myself such a nobody, as *twere. 

Amongst those who* re accustomed to the worlds 

I shall be very awkward and embarrassed. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My friend, all that will come of its own accord. 
The instant you feel confidence in yourself, 
YouVe the whole secret of the art of life. 

FAUST. 

But how do you propose that we should start ? 
Where are our horses, chariot, and servants ? 
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MEPHISTOPHSLE8. 

We've nothing more to do than spread the mantle^ 
That will suffice to bear us buoyantly on. 
Only be sure you take no earthly lumber 
To cumber us on this bold spiritual trip. 
Lo ! I make the inflammable gas : prepare 
To be off in a whiff through the yielding air 3 
If our spirits are buoyant enough to fly. 
We shall mount rapidly up through the sky. 
Doctor, of your new course I give you joy. 



AUERBACH'S CELLAR IN LEIPSIC. 
Club of Jovial Fellows. 

FB08CH. 

What, will none of you drink ? none of you laugh ? 

ril set you all a-grinning^ 1*11 be bound. 

At times you're all ablaze^ now you're like wet straw. 

BRANDER. 

'Tis all your fault : you contribute nought towards it 3 
No nonsense^ no dirty tricks. 

FRoscH (throws a glass of wine over his head). 

There's both for you. 

BRANDEB. 

You beastly pig ! 

FROSCH. 

You asked me to be so. 

SIEBEL. 

To doors with quarrellers ! Drink boys ! shout boys ! 
Sing with open hearts in chorus^ Hurra ! 

ALTMAYER. [ears. 

Zounds ! I am stunned ! Some wool ! the man splits my 
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8IEBEL. 

*Tis only when the vault rings back the sound 
That one enjoys the true force of the bass. 

FROSCH. 

That's right ; turn out all grumblers ! Tol de rol ! 

ALTUATER. 

Tol de rol lol ! 

FROSCH. 

Now then our pipes are tuned. 

[^Sings.'] 
The dear old Holy Romish State, 
How it hangs together still ! 

BRANDER. 

Psha ! bad song ! political song ! hateful song ! 
Thank the Lord, every morning of your life. 
You have not the Rx)mish government on your head ! 
I always bless my stars, to think I *m not 
An emperor, or a councillor of state — 
Though there's no going on without a head : 
Let's choose a pope ; you know — ahem — the qualities 
That decide such points, and elevate the man. 

FROSCH (sings). 
Up, and away ! sweet nightingale. 
Take to my sweetheart her lover's tale ! 
Give her ten thousand greetings for me. 
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SIEBEL. 

No greetings to sweethearts ! I won't hear such stuff. 

FROSCH. 

Greetings to sweethearts ! aye, and kissings too ! 
I say you shan't prevent my singing it. 

\_Sings.'] 
Away, to my lady's chamber hiej 
Sing till the charm 'd bolts open fly ; 
And, till the morn dawns, sweetly plead for me. 

SIEBEL. 

Aye, sing, sing away ! praise her to the skies. 

The laugh will be on my side before long. 

She first took me in 5 she'll take you in next. 

May Kobold be her lover — that's my' wish ! 

May the goblin court her in a four-cross-way. 

May an old he-goat, upon the trot from Blocksberg, 

Trip up her heels, 1 say ! a hearty feUow 

Of real flesh and blood's too good for the wench. 

There shall be no greeting, I insist, except 

Smashing her windows. 

BRANDER. 

Thumping the table."] 

Order, order, order ! 
You'll admit, gentlemen, I know what life is ? 
And there being love-sick folks amongst us here, 
rU sing them an appropriate good-night. 
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Silence ! for a song of the newest cut -, 
And mind you chime in with a good loud choras. 

ISings."] 
There lived in the cellar a sly old rat^ 
Who fed upon nothing but butter and fat ', 
Butter and fat^ which he stole from the shelf, 
*Till his paunch was like Doctor Luther s himself. 
But the cook laid some poison that she had got. 
And soon made the cellar for him too hot -, 
For the stuflF, soon as eaten, his liver fried. 
As if love had possession of his inside. 

CHORUS (joyously). 
As if love had possession of his inside. 

He ran in, he ran out, he ran round and round j 

He drank every puddle that was to be found. 

And made in his agony many a bound : 

He scratched and he gnawed the cellar all over^ 

But this did not help him a jot to recovery 

Still by the poison his guts were fried. 

As if love had possession of his inside. 

CHORUS. 

As if love had possession of his inside. 

From sheer pain, to the kitchen in open day 
He ran, and there on the hearth-stone lay. 
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In a panting^ convulsed, and wretched plight j 
Oh, but he was a sorry sight ! 
He's done for ! the cook-maid exclaimed with pride. 
As if love had possession of his inside. 

CHORUS. 

As if love had possession of his inside. 

SIEBEL. 

How the noodles are chuckling, at this, now ! 
A mighty feat, laying poison for poor rats. 

BSANDER. 

In your esteem they stand high, there's no doubt. 

ALTMAY£R. 

The pursy bald-pate ! how very mild and humble 
His misadventure makes him ; he sees himself 
Drawn to the very life in the swollen rat. 

Faust and Mephistopheles. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Beyond all things, I wish to introduce you 

To jovial company, to show how lightly 

Life may be passed, and how unanxiously. 

These folks make every day a festival. 

With much enjoyment, though with little wit. 

Each, like young kittens playing with their tails. 

Frisk round contented in their narrow spheres j 
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And whilst no headache stirs them to complain^ 
And whilst their credit with their host is good^ 
They're merry as crickets, and as free from care. 

BRANDER. 

No doubt these strangers are just off a journey ; 
By their behaviour one can see as much. 
They've scarcely been here an hour, 1*11 be bound. 

FROSCH. 

You're quite right ! Leipsic is a second Paris 
To give a finishing air. 

SIEBEL. 

What are they, think you ? 

FROSCH. 

I'll find out that, in the tossing off a bumper; 

I '11 worm it from them, like the cork from a bottle. 

I should consider they are noblemen. 

From their very proud and discontented looks. 

BRANDER. 

Noble indeed ! 1*11 bet they*re mountebanks. 

ALTMAYER. 

Very likely. 

FROSCH. 

Mark, how I'll banter them ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO Faust). 

If the Devil had these fellows by the throat 
They'd not perceive him. 
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FAUST. 

Good day, gentlemen. - 

SIEBEL. 

Good day to you. Sir. 
[Aside, looking askance from his seat at Mephistopheles. 

How that fellow halts 
With one foot ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Pray allow us to join you 5 
Then we shall have good company at least. 
Although good liquor can't be had, it seems. 

ALTMAYER. 

You're a very particular person — ^you are. 

FROSCH. 

You are from Rippach lately, I dare say ? 
Did you visit Mr. Hans before you left ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We passed his place today, but did not stop. 

When we saw him last he spoke much of his cousins. 

And charged us with his compliments to each. 

^Bowing to Frosch. 

ALTMAYER {astde). 

Faith, you've caught it ! he's up to snuff, I see. 

SIEBEL. 

A sharp fellow ! 

FROSCH. 

I'll show him up : have patience ! 
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MEPHISTOPBELES. 

We heard^ I thinks some voices, as we entered. 
Singing in chorus ? There must be, no doubt, 
A famous echo from this vaulted roof j 
A good song must sound admirably here. 

FBOSCH. 

You are a virtuoso, I dare say ? 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

No ! my wish to please is strong, my power weak. 

ALTMATEK. 

Give us a song. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A dozen, if you like. 

SIEBEL. 

But let it be a new one, spick and span. / 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We're just from Spain, the land of wine and song. 

ISings.'] 
Once on a time there lived a king. 
And he had a favourite flea — 

FROSCH. 

A flea ! did you catch that ? A flea ! that's odd ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (siugi). 

Once on a time there lived a king. 

And he had a favourite flea. 
Of which he was fond, howe'er odd the things 

As of his own son he could be. 
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Then he sent for his tailor -, his tailor came : 

And says he to the tailor^ says he. 
For a red coat and waistcoat, hose and breeches 
the same. 

Take measure of my young flea. 

BRANDER. 

And mind you don't forget to charge the tailor 
To be exact in measuring him for the hose. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (siugs). 

So he was attired in scarlet coat. 
All dizened with ribbons and stars ; 

And forthwith the king, who on him did dote. 
Made him ruler of home affairs 3 

His kindred, also, he did promote 
To high offices, it appears. 

Whereat all the courtiers began to rage 5 

For ladies and gentlemen too, [page. 

From the queen to the nurse, from the lord to the 
Got bit tiU their fidgets they could not assuage. 
And could not tell what to do ; 
For they dared neither crack them nor scratch them away. 
But we crush one that plagues us without delay. 

CHORUS. 

But we crush one that plagues us without delay. 
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FROSCH. 

Capital ! 

8IEBEL. 

Such be the fate of all fleas ! 

BRANDER. 

Make your nails meet — so — and nick them cleverly. 

ALTMAYER. 

Freedom for ever ! good wine for ever ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I would most cheerfully drink to liberty. 
If I 'd good wine to do justice to the toast. 

SIEBEL. 

You'd better not repeat that speech again. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I 'd treat you, gentlemen, from our own stock. 
If I thought the landlord would not be offended. 

SIEBEL. 

Let it be forthcoming ! I *11 take all the blame. 

FROSCH. 

We*ll crown you king of aU good jovial fellows. 
If you give us a real prime glass — ^we will ! 
But prithee mind, it must be a fair quantum, 
If I *m to be required to judge the flavour. 

ALTMAYER (ostde). 

They're Rhenish wine-merchants, I should suppose. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fetch me a gimblet. 
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BKANDBR. 

A gimblet ! what for ? 
Surely you cannot have the casks at the door. 

ALTMAYER. 

Behind you there's a tool-chest of the landlord*s. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

[To Frosch — taking the gimblet.'] 
Now^ name the wine that you would wish to taste. 

FROSCH. 

What ! do you mean that you have many sorts ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Every one*s free to make his own selection. 

ALTMAYER (tO FrOSCk). 

' Ah ! you begin to lick your lips already. 

FROSCH. 

Well then, if I am to take mv choice — ^Rhenish : 
Our fatherland affords us the best gifts. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

[Boring a hole in the edge of the table, by Frosch,'] 
Now get some wax at once^ and make some stoppers. 

ALTMAYER. 

Why, these are mere jugglers* tricks. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (to Bronder). 

What's your choice ? 

BRANDER. 

Champagne for me, so it be bright and sparkling. 
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{^Mephistopheles bores again, one of them having in 
the mean time made the wax plugs to stop the 
holes. 

BBANDER. 

Although true Germans hate^ as they oughts the French^ 
I yet see no objection to French wine. 
One can^t dispense with what is foreign always : 
Too much that's good grows too far off for that. 

siEBEL (as Mephistopheles approaches his seat), 
I confess I don't admire acid wines : 
I'm for a glass that's genuine and sweet. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (bortng). 

Tokay shall you be served with, in a twinkling. 

ALTMAYER. 

Come, come, now ! look me in the face — ^no quizzing ! 
I see you're only making fun of us ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How can you dream that I should make so free 
With such distinguisht guests ? Come, pray be quick : 
Say at once what wine shall I help you to ? 

ALTMAYER. 

Any sort you please : I 'm not particular. 

lAfter the holes are bored and stopped-^ 
MEPHISTOPHELES (with Strange gestures). 
Grapes doth the vine bear ! 
Horns doth the goat wear ! 
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Strong juice the wine is 5 

Tough wood the vine is ; 

And this tahle of wood 

May yield wine as good. 
Into nature who looks 
Sees more than is in hooks. 
Place faith in what I tell ; 
And lo^ here's a miracle ! 
Draw the plugs^ fill your jugs^ and swiU. 

ALL. 

[^As each draws his stopper, and the wine he chose 
runs into each mans glass. 
Bravo ! the glorious spring that flows for us ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Pray take especial care that none he spUt. 

[They drink repeatedly, 
ALL (singing). 
Tol de rol lol ! as we guzzle the wine, 
We*re as happy as cannibals ! happy as swine ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FoUSt). 

Mark their enjoyment ! now they're in their glory ! 

FAUST. 

I am anxious to take my leave of this. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Pray stop and see a little more of the fun : 

Their brutishness, ere long, will glare forth gloriously. 
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8IEBEL. 

[Drinks carelessly, and spills the wine on the 
ground, which turns to flame. 
Fire, fire ! help, help ! the devil ! hell is huming ' 

MEPHiSTOFHELES (conjuring the flame). 
Be thou obedient, friendly element ! 

[To the company. "] 
This time, it was but a mere drop of fire 
From Purgatory. 

SIEBEL. 

Zounds ! what may that be ? 
It seems you don*t know whom you have to deal with ? 
Rely on*t, you shall be pull'd up for this. 

FROSCH. 

Yes, faith ^ you had better try that trick again ! 

ALTMAYBR. 

Let*s get rid of him in a quiet way. 

SIEBEL. 

How dare you play your hocus-pocus here ! 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

Silence, old wine-butt ! 

SIEBEL. 

What ! rude to us, too. 
You broom- shank? 

BRANDER. 

Peace ! or blows will fall like hail. 
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ALTMAYER. 

[Draws a plug 5 firtfliez out against him.'] 
Fire ! fire ! I*m all on fire ! 

SIEBEL. 

Witchcraft ! Strike home ! he's out of the pale of law. 
[They draw their knives, and attack Mephistopheles. 
MEPHisTOPHELES (with solemn gestures). 
Visionary scene and speech 
Change the place and sense of each ! 

[They stand amazed, and stare at each other. 

ALTMAYER . 

Bless me ! where am I ? What a noble country ! 

FRQSCH. 

Am I in a vineyard ? Can I trust my eyes ? 

SIEBEL. 

What ! doubt it^ when the bunches touch your nose ? 

BRAN DEE. 

What a stem under these green leaves ! what grapes ! 
[He takes hold of SieheV s nose ; the rest do the same 
by each other, and brandish their knives, 

MEPHISTOPHELES (oS hcfore). 

Error^ loose the bandage from their eyes ! 
And do you, my masters, charge your memories — 
For future revels — 
With what the Devil's 
Mode of jesting is. 
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[He disappears wiih Faust ; the fellows start back 
from each other. 

8IEBCI*. 

What's the matter? 

ALTMATSB. 

How? 

FB08CH. 

Was*t your nose I had hold of? 

BBANDEB (tO Siebcl). 

Bless me ! I'm nipping your nose with my fingers. 

ALTMAYER. 

I feel the shock through every limb of me — 
A chair^ a chair ! I 'm fainting. 

FBOSCH. 

No, you're not. 
Do, prithee, tell me how all this has happened. 

SIEBEL. 

Where is the fellow ? If I do but catch him, 
*Tis as much as his life is worth, I'll warrant! 

ALTMAYER. 

I swear I saw him, with my own two eyes. 
Astride a wine-cask ride out of the cellar. — 
Why zounds ! my feet are like two pigs of lead. 

[Turning towards the table. 
I wonder if the wine is running still ? 
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SIEBEL. 

It was all trickery^ and cheats and humbug. 

FR08CH. 

And yet I made sure I was drinking wine. 

BRANDER. 

But the grapes are most mysterious to me. 

ALTMAYER. 

Well, well ! let any body, after this. 

Persuade me, if they can, there's no such thing 

As miracles in our days. 






WITCHES' KITCHEN. 

A large cauldron hangs over the fire on a low hearth ; 
various figures ascend in the vapours rising from it, A 
female Monkey-Cat sits by the cauldron, skims it, 
and takes care that it does not boil over, A male 
Monket-Cat^ with the young ones, is seated by, 
warming himself. The walls and ceiling are decked 
with the strangest kinds of witch furniture, 

1**AUST^ Mephistopheles. 

FAUST. 

I AM disgusted with this senseless witchcraft. 
Shall I recover midst these wilds of delirium ? 
What need have I of an old hag's advice ? 
And wiU this hodge-podge really take away 
The wear and tear of thirty years from my body ? 
If you've nought better to propose, hope's gone ! 
Has Nature, or has no superior spirit. 
Discovered an eflFective balsam yet ? 

mephistopheles., 
There's sense, my friend, at least, in that last question. 
There is a natural means of renovation ; 

VOL. I. G 
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But of another book it forms a chapter^ 
And a passing strange one^ too. 

FAUST. 

I will know it. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well then : I humbly beg to recommend — 

In default of money, sorcery, or physician — 

That you betake yourself to daily labour ^ 

And hack and dig in the field, and confine yourself. 

Body and mind, in a small perfect circle. 

That you learn how to subsist on simple food 3 [do, 

That you live *mongst grazing herds, and much as they 

And consider it no robbery, to manure 

The field you reap. Such is the surest way 

To keep a man young and hale to fourscore. 

FAUST. 

I'm not accustomed to it. I could not bring 

Myself, by any means, to use the spade 5 

Such confined life would not suit me in the least. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then, after all, the witch must be applied to. 

FAUST. 

But why the old woman in especial ? 
Cannot you brew the beverage yourself? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A fine amusement that would be indeed I 
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I could build a thousand bridges in the time. 
The task requires not merely skill and science. 
But a patient spirit plodding through long years ; 
And time alone can give the elixir strength. 
The ingredients, too, are of exceeding rarity. 
And, though 'tis true the Devil taught her how. 
Yet, for all that, the Devil cannot make it. 

^Perceiving the Beasts.'] [man ! 

See what a graceful breed ! that's the maid ! that's the 

[To the Beasts,'] 
Then your mistress, brutes, is from home ? 

THE BEASTS. 

To the feast gone : 
Up the chimney flown. 

MEPHISTOPHEI/ES. 

How long does she rove, when she goes ? 

THE BEASTS. 

Whilst we're warming our paws. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {tO FaUSt). 

What think you of the lovely creatures, hey ? 

FAUST. 

The most incongruous things I ever saw. 

MEPHIST0PHEI/E8. 

Nay, now ! a conversation so recherche 
Is exactly that in which I most delight. 

[To the Beasts, 
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What are you stirring ? what have you got^ 
You whelps^ in that pot ? 

THE BEASTS. 

Coarse beggar* s broth — 
Skimming the froth. 

MEPHISTOPHEI/ES. 

You'll have customers plenty 
For that sort of dainty. 
THE HE-CAT (draws near, and coaxes Mephistopheles). 
Begin, throw the dice. 
Make me rich in a trice. 

Let me win ! 
Oh, quick now, commence ! 
Get me out of this hash : 
If I'd plenty of cash, 
I should have sense. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If he could put in the lottery. 
How lucky he'd reckon his lot to be ! 
[The young Monkey -Cats have in the mean time been 
playing with a large globe, and roll it forwards. 

THE HE-CAT. 

That is the world : 
It falls, it springs ; 
'Tis ceaselessly twirled ; 
Like glass it rings. 
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Which is broken easy j 
'Tis hollow, 'tis crazy ; 
It gleams bright here. 
And brighter there. 
I 'm- alive, dear boy. 
Don't press so nigh ! 
But thou must die. 
Some shards, hey ! 
Why 'tis made of clay ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What's that sieve for ? pronounce ! 

THE HE-CAT (unhangitig it). 
Wert a thief, I should know thee at once. 

[He runs to the She-Cat, and makes her look through it, 
Know'st the thief and darest not his name announce. 
BTEPHiSTOFHELES (approoching the fire). 
And this pot ? 

BOTH THE CATS. 

The ninny ! he knows not the kettle ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You're uncivil brutes, I wot. 

THE HE-CAT. 

Don't frisky 

Take this whisk. 

And sit down on the settle. 

[Hie induces Mephistopheles to sit. 
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FAUST. 

l^lVho all this time has been standing before a mirTor, 
now approaching, and now receding from it. 
What a vision ! what a celestial image 
This magic mirror doth enshrine ! Oh Love^ 
Lend me thy fleetest wings^ that I may soar 
To the blest region where such beauty dwells ! 
Ah, when I move from one particular spot. 

And venture nearer, I see her but in mist ! 

The very loveliest image of a woman ! 
Is't possible woman can be so lovely? 
Is there aught like this vision upon earth ? 
Or do I see, in that recumbent form. 
The inmost essence of the far-off heavens ? 

HEPHI8TOPHELES. 

When a God works hard for six successive days. 

And himself, on resting from his toD, says bravo! 

It is but natural for one to expect 

That something more than common should come of it. 

For the present, gaze on to satiety : 

I*ve a charmer like this for you, in my eye -, 

And happy he who clasps her to his bosom. 

{^Fausf continues looking in the mirror, Mephis- 
topheles stretches himself on the settle', and, 
playing with the tail, goes on conversing as at 
first. 
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MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Here sit I like a throned king ! 
This fan my sceptre : the only thing 
Awanting is a crown. 

THE BEASTS^ 

IfVho have hitherto been playing all sorts of strange 
confused antics, bring Mephistopheles a crown 
with loud acclamation. 

Pray be so good 
As with sweat and blood 
To glue it firmly down. 
[They handle the crown clumsily, and break it in two 
pieces, with which they jump about. 
Well done we ! 
Now we speak and see^ 
Now we hear and rhyme ; — 

FAUST (before the mirror). 

Woe's me ! I am becoming almost mad. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (pointing to the beasts). 
And my head^ too^ begins to swim round now. 

THE BEASTS. 

— And hope^ with luck^ in time^ 
When things are less perplext. 
That thoughts will follow next. 
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FAUST (as before). 
My heart begins to bum : pray let*s begone ! 
MEPHIST0PHELE8 {ifi the former attitude). 
Well ! thus much we may safely state^ 
Their poet^;y*8 sincere at any rate. 

[The cauldron, which the She-Cat has neglected, 
begins to boil over ; a great Jlame arises and 
flares up the chimney. The Witch comes datcn 
through the flame with horrible screaming. 

WITCH. 

Augh! augh! augh! augh! 

Damned beast ! accursed sow ! 
Neglecting the kettle, scorching your dame 
With the flame ! 
[She spies Faust and Mephistopheles.'] 
How, how ! 
What now ? 
Who are ye ? 
How dare ye ? 
Slinking drones ! 
Fire pains 
Search your bones 
And veins ! 
[She dips the skimming -ladle into the kettle, and 
scatters flames at Faust, Mephistopheles, and the 
Beasts; — the Beasts moan. 
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MEPHIST0PHELE8, 

IWho whisks round the fan in his hand, and knocks 
about the glasses and pots. 
To pieces they go ! 
The glasses^ ho-ho ! 
The pots also ! 
How they are hopping ! 
How the porridge is slopping ! 
Keeping up the joke^ old carrion ; 
Beating time to your sweet clarion ! 
[As the Witch, full of rage and amazement, steps back,^ 
Thou atomy ! thou witch ! thou scarecrow ! thou 
Hag ! dost know thy lord and master now ? 
What should hinder me from crashing 
Thee and thy cattish imps^ and dashing 
AU of you into hell ? 
Is this all the respect you can afford 
For the smart dress and feather of your lord ? 
Am I forced my name to tell ? 
Have I concealed this face of mine^ 
You swine? 

THE WITCH. 

Pardon this rough reception^ Master, pray 

I have done ill. 
But where are your two ravens then, today ? 
Why is the horse's foot not visible ? 
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HEPHIST0PHELE8. 

True^ 'tis a long time since we met^ you dunce ! 
So the apology may serve far once. 
This march of intellect^ too^ 
That*s licking all the world to proper shape^ 

Hath even marched beyond the DevQ 3 
So the northern phantom you will no more view, 
To whom the pious set down every scrape 3 
Nor claws, nor horns. 
Nor tail adorns. 
In the present day, the great high-priest of evil. 
As to the foot, though I can't do without it, 
I've worn false calves for many a day. 
As many a dandy does, they say. 
Because in good society they'd scout it. 

THE WITCH (ddncftng), 
1 am almost mad, I protest, I declare. 
To see the gallant Satan once more here. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Don't call me by that name, you hag, I say ! 

THE WITCH. 

Why ? what harm hath it done you, pray ? 

M£PHISTOPHEI/El^. 

Too long in story-books, it now is feared 
Without doing any good, it hath appeared 5 
So they have got rid of the wicked name, 
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Though the wicked seem to flourish much the same. 

You may style me Baron — that is just as good 

A travelling name as any one can wear -, 

I am like other cavaliers, a cavalier. 

You do not doubt my claim to noble blood ? 

See, this is the escutcheon that I bear ! 

[He makes a licenlious gesture. 
THE WITCH (laughing immensely). 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! I see thou art 
The same mad wag thou ever wert ! 

MEPHISTOFHELES (jtO FaUSt). 

Do pray attend 
To this, my friend I 
This is the way to deal with a witch. 

THE WITCH. 

Now, gentlemen, what are you for, I beseech ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A glass of that juice, of which you wot 

Full well, I think -, 
Let it be of the oldest you have got. 

THE WITCH. 

Most willingly : there *s a flask on the shelf 
Out of which I oft take a sip myself: 

It no longer has any stink. ^Whispering, 

But you well know, if he drink it unprepared 
Not an hour longer will his life be spared. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This gentleman's a worthy friend of mine r 

'Twill henefit him. greatly, I opine. 

The best your kitchen yields I do not grudge. 

So draw your circle, spell your spells 5 come» budge ! 

And fill with cordial, to the very brim. 
The cup for him. 
{^The Witch, with strange gestures, draws a circle 
and places odd things therein. Meantime the 
glasses begin to ring, and the cauldron to make 
music. Lastly she brings a great book, and— 
placing the Monkey-Cats in the circle, who are 
made to serve her for a desk, and to hold the 
torches, — she beckons Faust to approach her. 
FAUST {to Mephistopheles). 

But tell me, what is to result from this ? 

All this absurdity, all these frantic motions ? 

I know and hate such juggling, from of old. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Pooh ! all that stuff is only fit to laugh at. 
Pray don't be so fastidious. Like physicians, 
She must play off some hocus-pocus tricks. 
In order that the dose may operate. 

[He compels Faust to enter the circle. 
THE WITCH (declaiming with strong emphasis). 
Attend, 
And comprehend ! 
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Let one, ten be. 
Two pass o*er. 
Even make three. 
And lose four. 
Then thou'rt rich. 
Of five and six, straight — 
So says the Witch — 
Make seven and eight ; 
Thus 'tis done 3 
And nine is one, — 

And ten is none. 
That is the Witch's one times one ! 

FAUST. 

It seems to me the hag must be delirious. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There is a good deal more of this sort yet ; 
I know it all full well ; the entire book 
Is pitched to the same key 3 many a day 
I've wasted on't, for perfect paradox 
To sage and simple is alike mysterious. 
Aye, friend, this art is old and youthful too 3 
Effective and resourceful now, as of yore. 
It hath ever been the vogue, instead of truth — 
Plain, simple, unexciting truth — ^to spread 
Error* s astounding dicta and strange quips. 
They being taught, believed, and handed down 
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From age to age uninterruptedly -, 
For who in the minds of the unreflective herd 
Would take an interest ? and they're prone to believe 
There's some charm in dogmas thoroughly unmeaning, 
Such as one being three^ three one^ and either neither. 
THE WITCH (continues dedaimir^). 
Of knowledge, the high power 
Is vainly sought. 
As the dower 
Of patient, or of daring thought. 
From the world 'tis hidden wholly. 
'Tis his lot 
Who thinketh not. 
Without toil, to gain it solely. 

FAU8T. 

What sort of nonsense is this she redtes ? 

My head is like to split ! meseems, I hear 

« 

Thousands of idiots all at once declaiming. 

MEPHISTOPHE!LB&. 

Enough, enough, thou most profound of sibyls ! 
FiU up a brimmer without more ado-, 
The draught will do my worthy friend no harm; 
He is a man hath passed through many grades,' 
And taken many a hearty gulp before. 

[^The Witch with many ceremonies pours the liguor 

into a dtp ', cls Faust puts ii to his mwth a 

bright flame arises. 
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MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

Down with it at one tiff ! why hesitate ? 

To the heart's core it very soon will warm you. 

What ! leagued with the Devil and afraid of fire ! 

[^The Witch dissolves the circle, 
Faust steps out. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

Now let's go forth at once ! you must not stay. 

THE WITCH. 

Much good may the elixir do you. Sir. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO the Wltch), 

And if there's aught I can do to pleasure you, 
YouVe but to name it to me at Walpurgis. 

THE WITCH. 

Here is a song : I pray your acceptance. 
It will have on you an odd sort of effect. 
If you give it voice occasionally. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {iO FaUSt). 

Now then off, off, with promptness, 'neath my guidance. 

Why you must be in a fever of impatience 

To let the spirit work within and without ! 

With what keen pleasure you will soon experience 

How Cupid can bestir himself, and bound 

Hither and thither in hot gamesome mood. 

Thereafter, I 'U instruct you to enjoy 

The true nobility of idleness. 
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FAUST. 

One moment more ; let me take one glance more 
At the mirror! that fair form was all too lovely! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay^ nay ! I promise that you soon shall see 
This beau-ideal in real flesh and blood. 
Aside,'] 

Each girl you meet, when works this spell in 
Your bosom, you will deem a Helen. 



THE STREET. 
' Faust. Margaret pdssing by, 

FAU8T. 

My charming lady^ may I be allowed 
To oflFer you my arm, and see you home ? 

MARGARET. 

I 'm neither one nor t' other^ and I want 
Nobody's help — I can get home by myself. 

l^She disengages her$elf, and exit. 

FAUST. 

A lovely girl, by heavens ! the loveliest far 

I ever had a glimpse of : so well bred ! 

So modest ! yet so spirited withaU ! 

Her coral lips, her young cheeks' rosy light. 

Her eyes, cast down with so much bashful grace ! 

How deeply, how endurably, are all 

Stamped on my heart ! 

Mephistopheles enters, 

FAUST. 

Get me that girl forthwith. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Which? 

FAUST. 

She that passed but now. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh ! that one ? 
She comes from the confessional^ absolved 
From all her sins. I stole up close to the chair. 
And overheard the innocent young thing : 
She sought her confessor for next to nothing. 
I Ve no power over her. 

FAUST. 

She's past fourteen. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You really talk like a Lothario^ 
Who covets every rose-bud, and conceives 
Honour nor favour can exist in the world. 
That merely for the plucking mayn't be had : 
But this won't always do. 

FAUST. 

Pray, Mr. Plausible, 
Don't bore me with your civilian law codes. 
I tell you in a word, our compact's ended 
Unless this very night the sweet young creature 
Is lying in my arms. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Impossible ! 
I need a fortnight to find opportunity. 
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FAUST. 

With seven clear hours before me, should I need 
The De^-il's help to seduce such an artless child ? 

HEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why you talk now as loosely as a Frenchman. 

But pray do n't fret yourself into a fever. 

What signifies bolting straight on to enjoyment ? 

The delight is never half so exquisite 

As when your doll has been moulded and worked up. 

By nonsenses of all sorts, to your purpose ; 

As many an Italian tale sets forth. 

FAUST. 

But I have appetite without all that. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In sober seriousness, not offensively, 
I tell you once for all — the lovely girl 
Is not to be obtained in such a violent 

Haste : she is not to be taken by storm. 

And we must have recourse to stratagem. 

FAUST. 

Procure me something from her angel-stores ; 
Take me to the chamber where she reposes -, 
Get me a kerchief that has screened her bosom ; 
Get me a garter of the lovely girl's. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To prove to you how anxiously I wish 



\ 
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To relieve your passion^ not a moment shall be k 
This very day Til lead you to her chamber. 

FAUST. 

And shall I see her^ speak to her^ enjoy her ? 

MEPHISTOPBELES. 

No ', shell be at a neighbour's. But meantime 

You^ all alone in the very air she breathes^ 

May feast on the coming joys hope shadows forth. 

FAUST. 

Can we go this instant ? 

MEPHI8TOPHELES. 

No, 'tis too early yet. 

FAUST. 

Get me some present for her. [Exit. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That's capital! 
Presents at once ! that's the way to succeed. 
Well, many a fine place, and long-buried treasure. 

Are known to me : 1 must think them over. 

[Exit 
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EVENING. 



A small neat Room. 



Maboabet (braiding and binding up her hair). 

What I would give to know who *twas^ today 
That spoke to me on passing, in the street ! 
Of a nohle house — ^that I feel quite assured, 
I read that in his brow and graceful mein — 
Besides, he would not else have used such freedom. 

[Exit. 

Mephistopheles, Faust. 

mephistopheles. 
Come in — softly as may be — ^but come in ! 

PAUST (after a pause). 
I entreat you now to leave me by myself. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {looktng round). 
It is not every maiden that's so cleanly. [Exit. 

'FAUST {looking round). 
Hail twilight to this sanctuary ! Possess my heart. 
Ye love-pangs, nourished by the dews of hope ! 
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What order, peace, contentment, breathes around ! 
What abounding comforts 'midst frugality ! 
What happiness within this humble cell ! 

[Hie throws himself on the leathern easy-chair he- 
side the bed. 
Receive me, ancient relic, thou that hast 
Welcomed with open arms, in joy or* sorrow. 
The generations that have passed away ! 
How often, round this patriarchal throne. 
Have eager swarms in buoyant childhood clustered ! 
It may be, here, her infant cheeks aglow 
With gratitude for some fine Christmas gift. 
My love hath kissed her grandsire's withered hand. 

Thy spirit of comfort and of order, maiden ! 
Is breathing round me -, that spirit which daily 
Instructs thee like a parent ; — which bids thee 
Spread the white table-cloth, and sand the floors 
Which enables thee to make this hut a palace. 
And here— [He lifts a bed-curtm. 

What delicious tremors thrill my frame ! 
I could linger here for hours. Oh Nature ! 
Here in light dreams you nursed her ripening fonnj 
Here lay the child, its gentle bosom heaving 
With healthful life ! aye, here the divine image, 
Amidst all pure and hallowed aspirations. 
Developed its exceeding loveliness ! 
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And thou ! what brought thee hither ? what wouldst 
What agitation I am in ! How is*t [here ? 

I feel so changed in spirit^ so heavy-hearted ? 
Poor Faust ! why I no longer recognize thee. 

Is it enchanted air that I inhale ? 
With hot desire I panted for enjoyment^ 
Instant enjoyment ; and lo ! I feel myself 
Dissolving in a love-dream. Are we then 
The sport of every atmospheric change ? 

Suppose^ this very moment she came in ! 
For thy guilty purpose what excuse couldst make ? 
The vaunting spirit^ then, crouched at her feet 
Would lie — ^how shrunk by meanness ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Quick ! she comes ! 

FAUST. 

Away ! away ! I '11 never come here more ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Here is a casket tolerably heavy ; 

I took it from elsewhere — into the press with 't ! 

Quick ! don't hesitate — she'll be beside herself ! 

I put the trinkets in to gain another : 

It matters not— children are children^ play's play. 

The wide world over. 

FAUST. 

I do n't know — shall I ? 
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MEPHI8TOPHELES. 

What a question ! But you, may be, wish to keep 
The treasure for yourself ? If so, I advise 
Those precious hours, now destined for your lusts 
And for my further trouble, may be spared. 
I hope youVe not an avaricious turn. 
I scratch my head — rub my hands — 

[HeplcLces the casket in the press, and closes the lock. 

Now then, away— 
To bend the sweet young creature to your wUl. 
Why, you look as if going to the lecture-room ; 
As if physics, aye, and metaphysics too. 
Stood grey and bodily before you there. 
Come, let's be off ! [ExeunU 

MARGARET (wttk a lamp). 
How very close and sultry it feels here. 

IShe opens the window. 
And yet 'tis not so over- warm without. 
Something, I can't tell what, seems to come over me. 
I wish to God my mother was come home ! 
I feel all over, like — I can't tell how. 
What a silly timid girl am I, to be sure. 

J^She begins to sing as she undresses,"] 

SONG. 

O'er the kingdom of Thule a monarch once reigned, 
And his love for a beautiful mistress retained. 
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Tho' the grave had closed o*er her^tho' longyears had rolled^ 
Who^ when dyings had given him a Goblet of Gold. 

Beyond aught else^ he prized it, his realm could produce ; 
At his feasts, from that only he quaffed the bright juice ; 
And tears gushed from that warm-hearted monarch of old. 
Whensoever he drank out of the Goblet of Gold. 

Thisjking summed his cities, when he found death was near. 
And his treasures, and all that would come to his heir -, 
Of all these he grudged nothing, nor wished to withhold. 
But amongst them he summ'd not the Goblet of Gold. 

With his knights seated round him, in splendour and state. 
At his last royal feast, in the proud hall he sate 
Of his castle ancestral, 'neath which the waves rolled. 
And he drank all their healths from the Goblet of Gold. 

Yes, the jovial old toper amidst them stood up. 
And drained for the last time his favourite cup 3 
Drained the last of life's glow, ere his bosom grew cold. 
And then into the waves flung the Goblet of Gold. 

And his long-cherisht love-gift, with stedfast glance, he 
Beheld splash, eddy round, and sink deep in the sea 3 
Then sank back — and of that merry monarch of old 
The last draught was quaffed from the goblet of Gold. 

VOL. I. H 
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[She opens the press, to put away her clothes, end 
sees the casket. 
How could this casket possibly come here ? 
I locked the press ? Yes^ Tm quite sure I did. 
*Tis very strange ! I wonder what is in it ? 
It may be^ some one*s brought it as a pledge— 
My mother's lent some money on it^ perhaps ? 
Dear ! there's a little key hangs to the ribbon ! 
Tve a great mind to open it — I will ! 
My God ! I never — no, indeed I never. 
In all my life, saw any thing so fine. 
A set of ornaments fit for a countess 
To wear, upon the grandest festival ! 
Dear ! how becoming such a chain would be. 
I wonder who all these fine things belong to ? 

[She puts them on, and walks before the looking- 
glass. 
Ah, if I had but such a pair of ear-rings ! 
One cuts so different a figure in them ! 
What signifies poor beauty unadorned ? 
Now and then getting praise that's more like pity ! 
But all pay court to, all press after, those 
Who've rank, and wealth, and jewels at command. 
Alas, for us poor girls in humble life ! 



PROMENADE. 

Favst walking up and down ihoughtfuUy. To him 

comes MephibtofheiiBI. 

MEPHrSTOPHELBS. 

By despised love ! by the elements of hell ! 
fij— would that I knew aught worse to curse by ! 

FAUST. 

What is't ? What pinches you so tight ? 
Such a face. I ne*er beheld in aU mv life ! 

IfEPHISTOPHELES. 

rd give myself to the Devil instantly^ 
If I did not chance to be the Devil myself. 

FAUST. 

Is your head deranged ? Very appropriate^ 
I needs must say^ for you to act the madman ! 

HEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

Think of Gretchen's jewels, borne off by a priest ! 

Because her mother feels a dread of them. 

A fine nose, truly, that old body hath ! 

She is for ever snuffling in her prayer-book. 

And smelling every article in the house 



148 

To find out if *tis holy or profane j 

And so she quickly scents out that the jewels 

Have not the odour sanctity bestows ; 

Whereon, quoth she : ' My child, ill-gotten wealth 

' Entraps the precious soul and wastes the body ; 

' We'll consecrate it to the Mother of God, 

' And she will gladden us with heavenly manna.* 

Little Margy pouts at this pious proposition ^ 

' One should not look a gift horse in the mouth,* 

Thinks she 5 ' He can*t be godless who has behayed 

' So generously.* But the priest is sent for. 

Hears the tale, and sees with sparkling eyes the treasure; 

And says : ' This proves a pious disposition. 

' He who conquers is the gainer. Mother Church 

^ Hath a good stomach, and hath eaten up 

' Entire realms, without once surfeiting 

' Herself. The Church alone, my pious friend, 

' Can digest ill-gotten wealth.* 

FAUST. 

The power's more general : 
A Jew can do the same, so can a king. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So saying, ofiF he sweeps clasp, chain, and ring. 
Like a few walnuts -, and, with such thanks as 
Such sort of gift would merit, takes his leave. 
Promising 'them a heavenly reward. — 
And greatly edified they were withall. 
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FAUST. 

And Gretchen ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sits restless and perplext 3 [night 

Knows not what she would^ or should } thinks day and 
On the trinkets^ and still more on the hringer of them. 

FAU8T. 

Her grief distresses me. Get her forthwith 
Another set : the first was nothing great. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh ! certainly 3 all*s child's-play to the gentleman. 

FAUST. 

Come, come; don't be a milk-and-water Devil. 
Order things as I wish : get a fresh set 
Of jewels 3 and be sure, that you stick close 
To that old neighbour of hers. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sir, I obey. 

IFaust exit, 
A love-sick fool like this would pufiF away 
Sun, moon, and stars, with pure indifference. 
To please his mistress. [^Exit. 



THE NEIGHBOUR'S HOUSE. 



Mabtha (alone). 

Ah^ well^ may God forgive my poor dear husband : 
Though to be sure he has served me bad enough ! 
Going straight away, forsooth, into the world. 
And leaving me widowed and lonesome here. 
Though I was such a faithful wife to him. 
And though I never did a thing to vex him — 
Never in all my life : I loved him dearly. [SAc weeps. 
But may be he is dead : oh dear ! oh dear ! 
If I had but a certificate of the death ! 

Margaret enters, 

MABGABET. 

Martha! Martha! 

MARTHA. 

What's the matter, Gretchen ? 

MARGARET. 

I shake so, my knees almost sink under me ! 

Martha ! another ebony casket. 

Just like the last, I 've found in "kny press, Martha ! 
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And such splendid things in it ! far more splendid 
And costly^ than the first were. 

MARTHA. 

I *m sure^ then, 
I would not tell my mother of 't this time : 
She*d carry that to the confessional too. 

MARGARET. 

Ah, do but only look now— only look ! 

MARTHA (dressing her up). 
Oh, you lucky creature ! 

MARGARET. 

How provoking 'tis 
That one can*t wear them at church, or in the streets! 

MARTHA. 

Come over here as often as you please 3 
Here you can put them on in private, dear, 
And walk before the glass, and admire yourself 
For an hour together; and that's some pleasare. 
Besides, as opportunities occur — 
Festivals, merry-makings, and the like — 
Little by little, one can let folks see 'em ; 
First the gold chain, then the pearl drops ; and so 
They may, perhaps, escape your mother's notice; 
Or we'll find some pretence to quiet her. 

MARGARET. 

But can you, now, imagine who has put 
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Two such rich caskets^ Martha^ in my press ? 
I fear there must be something wrong about it. 

{^Some one knocks. 
Good God ! is that my mother ? 

MARTHA {looking through the blinds). 

'Tis some stranger. 
Come in ! 

Mephistopheles (enters). 

I make free to enter at once — 
I beg to apologize to the ladies. 

[f/c steps back respectfully before Margaret. 
My business was with Mistress Martha Schwerdtlein. 

MARTHA. 

I am the person -, what's your pleasure^ Sir ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES {aside to her). 
Having ascertained^ ma'am, where you're to be founds 
I 'U not intrude at present^ as I see 
You are engaged with some one of distinction. 
Pray pardon^ ma'am^ the liberty I've taken ; 
With your leave^ ma'am^ I'll call again this evening. 

MARTHA (aloud). 

Only thinks child^ of all things in the world ! 
This gentleman mistakes you for a lady. 

MARGARET. 

I am only a poor young girl : dear heavens ! 
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The gentleman's so very eomplaisant: 
The jewels and the pearls are none of mine. 

MEFHISTOFHELES. 

Ah ! 'tis not the mere ornaments alone) 
There is an air^ a look, so very strildng — 
l*m overjoyed to find that I may stay. 

MARTHA. 

What is your errand, then ? I am so cmrious — 

MEFHISTOFHELES. 

I wish with all my heart Td better news : 
I trust you'll not be prejudiced 'gainst the bearer : 
Your husbandy ma'am, is dead, and sends by me 
His parting remembrances. 

MARTHA. 

Dead ! poor soul ! 
My dear husband dead \ oh dear, oh dear ! 'twill kill me. 

MARGARET. 

Good, worthy Martha, pray now don't despair; 
Don't take it so to heart. 

MEFHISTOFHELES. 

List the sad tale I 

MARGARET. 

That's why I'd never wish to be in love : 

Such a loss would make me grieve myself to death. 

MEFHISTOFHELES. 

Joy must have sorrow : sorrow must have joy. 
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MARTHA. 

But tell me all about his dying moments ! 

MEPHI8TOFHELES. 

He lies, ma'am, in St. Anthony's, in Padna ; 
In a consecrated spot, for ever cool ; 
A choice resting-place. 

MARTHA. 

Have you brought nought for me ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, yes ! I ' ve brought a somewhat weighty charge : 
You must have three hundred masses sung forthwith ! 
But I've brought nothing in my trunks or pocket. 

MARTHA. ' 

What ! not a medal even 3 not such token 
As every journeyman mechanic hoards. 
For luck's sake, at the bottom of his pouch. 
And rather starves — ^rather begs than — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Madam, 
I'm very sorry, really — very sorry — 
Himself was not the squanderer, be assured ; 
He bitterly repented all his sins. 
Aye, and his ill-luck even more than they. 

MARGARET. 

Ah, that poor mortals should be so unlucky ! 
I *11 not fail to sing many a requiem for him. 
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HEPHISTOPHELES. 

So kind a girl deserves a spouse forthwith. 

MARGARET. 

Oh dear ! no^ no^ there's time enough for that. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If not a hushand^ yet at least a sweetheart. 
*Twere surely one of heaven's choicest gifts 
To clasp so sweet an angel in one's arms. 

MARGARET. 

That^ Sir^ is not the custom in this country. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Custom or not^ such things do sometimes happen. 

MARTHA. 

But pray tell me — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I stood heside his death-hed — 
Rather hetter than mere dung, to be sure. 
Half-rotted straw — but he died a true Christian, 
Duly acknowledging his great unworthiness : 
' What a wretch must I be, to be sure,' quoth he, 
^ To leave, in such a way, my wife and business ! 
^ Oh, the mere recollection of it kills me ! 
^ Oh that, before J died, I had her pardon ! * 

MARTHA {weeping). 
The dear, good soul ! I have long since forgiven him. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

^ Tho*^ God knows^ she was more to blame than I.' 
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MARTHA. 



Tis a lie ! What^ tell lies on the brink of the grave ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He did romance a little, there's no doubt^ 
With his last breath, if I know aught of men : 
Quoth he, ' Tm sure I'd not the least occasion 
' To gape for pastime, in this work-day world ; 
' First to get children, then to get bread for them ; 

* And that too in the very widest sense^ 

' Without even eating my own share in peace/ 

MARTHA. 

And did he so forget my faith^ my love^ 

My drudgery, by day and night — ^the wretch ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, nay, he dwelt on it with great affection 3 
Quoth he, ' Heaven knows I prayed most fervently, 
' When I left Malta, for my wife and children ; 

* And Heaven was so far gracious, that we took 
' A Turkish ship, with treasure of the Sultan's 5 
' Our bravery was crowned with due success 3 

* And I had my share, as was all fedr play.* 

MARTHA. 

How ! what ! where is't ? he can't have buried it ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Who could tell where, now, scattered as it is 

To the four winds of heaven ? As he was strolling. 
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A perfect stranger^ through the streets of Naples^ 
A fair young damsel took an interest in hhn. 
And proved so fond and faithful, that he hore 
The tokens of her love to his hlessed end. 

MARTHA. 

Oh, the villain ! the robher of his children ! 

And all the misery, ail the poverty. 

Could not prevent the wretch's scandalous doings ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But consider, he has atoned for't with his life. 
Now, were I in your place, Td put on mourning 
For one chaste year, and look round the mean time 
For some new sweetheart worthier my affection. 

MARTHA. 

Oh, God ! but then, *tis no such easy matter 
To find another like my poor first husband ; 
There could not be a kinder-hearted fool ^ 
His only faults were, loving wine too much. 
And spending too much time away from home 
In other women's company, and gaming. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay ! nay ! but things might have gone smooth 

enough. 
If he, on his part, had but only winked 
At the same number of small faults in you ; 
I 'd change rings with you myself, on this condition. 



J 
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MABTHA. 

Oh^ dear ! the gendeman is pleased to jest. 

HEPHISTOPHELES (oside). 

*Tis high time to be off : I make no doubt 
She*d even take the Devil at his word. 

[To Margaret,"] 
And how does your heart stand affected^ then ? 

MARGARET. 

What do you mean^ S^r ? 

IIEPBI8TOFHELE8 (oMe). 

The good^ innocent child ! IJloud. 
Ladies^ I bid ye farewell. 

MARGARET. 

Farewell, Sir ! 

MARTHA. 

Oh, but pray tell me first — Fm very anxious 

For a certificate, stating where, how. 

And when the poor dear soul died, and was buried -j 

I always was a great friend to decorum 

And regularity, and I should like 

To read his death. Sir, in the weekly papers. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My worthy madam, that is soon accomplisht ; 
Truth is made manifest, all the world over. 
By the testimony of two witnesses -, 
And Tve a gallant friend who would, no doubt. 
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Go with me, and attest, before the judge. 
These facts. I will bring him here. 

MARTHA. 

Oh, pray do ! 

M£PHISTOPHELES. 

And this young lady — ^won't she be here too ? 
A fine lad, faith, he is ! has travelled much 3 
The most polite man in the world, to ladies. 

MARGARET. 

I should be so confused, and so ashamed. 
In the presence of so fine a gentleman ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In the presence of no emperor on earth. 

MARTHA. 

In my garden, that you see behind the house. 
We shall expect to meet you both this evening. 



THE STREET. 

Favst^ Mephistopheles. 

FAUST. 

How is 't ? how have you managed ? all in fair train ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bravissimo ! Do I find you all on fire ? 
Gretchen wiU soon be yours -, this very evening 
You 11 meet her at her neighbour Martha's house. 
That now*s indeed the woman for your purpose; 
Specially formed^ as one may say^ by nature^ 
For the worthy calling of procuress. 

FAUST. 

So far all's right ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

However^ on our side 
Something's required too. 

FAUST. 

Well, one good turn 
Is deserving of another : pray what is *t ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Merely to make a formal deposition 
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That the outstretcht carcase of her wedded lord 
Reposes in holy ground^ at Padua. 

FAUST. 

A sage proceeding, to b^ sure, on your part ! 
We must take a journey thither, I suppose. 
To enable us ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sancta simplicitas ! 
There's not the least necessity : you've only 
To testify to the fact, which need not 
Require or imply much knowledge of it. 

FAUST. 

If youVe nought better to propose than this, 
The scheme is at an end. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Most holy man ! 
There's for you, now ! And so, I'm to suppose 
'T would be the very first time in your life 
That you had borne false witness ? Have you not. 
With unawed confidence, given definitions 
Of God ; of the world, and all that stirs in it -, 
Of man, and the workings of his head and heart ? 
And have you — ^looking candidly and fairly 
To the real nature of things, you must admit 
You have not — known nearly as much of these 
As you do of Mr. Schwerdtlein's death ? 
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FAUST. 

Thou art^ 
And ever wilt be, a liar and a sophist. 

MEFHI8T0PBELBS. 

Aye, if one did not dive a little deeper. 

And won*t you now tomorrow, in all honour. 

Make a fool of that poor child, by swearing 

> 

With your whole heart and soul to love her always ? 

FAUST. 

And truly, from my heart's innermost depths. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All very fine, and very sentimental. 

And then you'll talk of eternal truth and love. 

And of one exclusive all-absorbing passion : 

And will that, too, come from the depths of the heart ? 

FAUST. 

Peace ! peace ! I say, it will. What ! when I feel. 
And seek a name for the passion — the frenzy — 
But in vain ! when I give my senses scope 
To range the world, to hunt out, and to grasp 
At all the most sublime expressions known ! 
When I call this flame which is consuming me 
Endless, eternal — aye, eternal ! pray 
Is that a devilish play of lying sophistry ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Vm right for all that. 
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FAUST. 

Hear ! prithee mark this — 
And spare my lungs — ^he who is pre-determined 
To be rights and has but a tongue^ will be so. 
But come — I *m tired of this gossip— you are right,- 
Especially as I have no alternative. 



GARDEN. 

9 

Margaret on Faust*s arm : Martha with Mephis- 
TOPHLES : walking up and dawn. 

MARGARET. 

Nay, now ! Vm sure that you are only trifling. 
Lowering yourself, to make me feel ashamed : 
Great travellers are always condescending. 
Patting up with things out of mere complaisance : 
I know too well that my poor conversation 
Can never please a man of your experience. 

FAUST. 

One glance, one word of thine, gives me more pleasure 
Than all the wisdom in the universe. 

[He kisses her hand. 

MARGARET. 

How can you inconvenience yourself so. 
To kiss a hand so coarse and hard as this ? 
I'm forced to do so many sorts of things — 
My mother is, indeed, too strict and nice. 

[_They pass on. 



166 

MARTHA. 

So^ Sir, you*re always, in this sort of way, 
Trayelling about from one place to another ? 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Business and duty make it quite imperatiTe. 
How many a place one leaves with great regret. 
And yet may not remain in*t ! 

MARTHA. 

Tis weU enough 
In the wild years of youth to rove about so ; 
But the evil day will come at last to all; 
And to sneak a lone old bachelor to the grave — 
That was never yet for any body*s comfort. 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

I shudder at the distant prospect of it. 

MARTHA. 

Then, worthy Sir, think better of *t in time. 

IThey past on. 

MARGARET. 

Ah, but out of sight out of mind, you know : 
Politeness is a thing of course to you : 
Friends in abundance you must have, Tm sure, 
So very much more sensible than I. 

FAUST. 

My dearest angel, trust me when I say 
That vanity and narrow-mindedness 



167 
Are often fitter names for what 's called sensible. 

I MABOABET. 

How? 

FAUST. 

Alas ! that innocence should nevei' duljr 

Value itself^ and its own holy worth ! 

That humility^ that sweet simplicity^ 

The highest gifts of love-filled^ generous nature — 

MAKOARST. 

Oh^ do but spare a moment now and then 
To think of me ! *tis all I dare to hope : 
I shall have time enough to think on you. 

FAUST. 

I dare say, my sweet girl, you're much alone ? 

MARGARET. 

Yes ^ for although our household is but small. 

There's much that must be done and looked to daily 5 

We keep no maid, so I'm obliged myself 

To cook, and clean the house, and knit and sew. 

And run on all the necessary errands -, 

My mother is so very accurate 

In every thing — not that our circumstances 

Make the necessity so very pressing 

For her to use such great care and economy ; 

My father left a pretty little property, 

A small snug house and garden near the town. 
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So in fact we might do more than many others. 
However^ now I have a peaceful life : i 

My brother is a soldier — my sister dead. 
I had, God knows it, my full share of trouble 
With her, poor little thing ! but I would gladly 
Gro through the whole again, I loved it ao, 

FAUST. 

If it resembled you, it was an angel. 

MARGARET. 

I brought it up, and dearly did it love me. 

For it was bom after my father s death -, 

And so ill was she, at her lying-in. 

That my mother, too, was given up for lost. 

And only got about by slow degrees $ 

So she could not suckle the poor helpless baby, 

And I nursed it all myself, and gave it pap ; 

And thus the child became, as *twere, my own. 

Clung round my neck, and smiled, and sprawled, and 

grew. 
Slept in my arms, and rested on my bosom. 

FAUST. 

In this you felt, no doubt, the purest joy ? 

MARGARET. 

And many an anxious hour, I do assure you. 
The little creature* s cradle stood, at night. 
By my bed-side, so that it could scarce move 
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Without my being wakened^ and^ to hush it^ 

I had often got to take it into bed^ 

Or sometimes^ even^ to rise and give it food. 

And walk about, and dance it up and down -, 

Besides all this, I had to get up early. 

And stand at the washing-tub, and clean the house. 

And cook, and go to market, and what not. 

Thus was- it, day by day 5 and you may guess. 

With such a life, one sometimes gets low spirits 5 

But food and rest are enjoyed the more for it. 

IThey pass on. 

MARTHA. 

Aye, the poor women have the worst of it : 
Old bachelors are very hard to convert. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

It but depends on such an one as you 
To teach me better. 

MARTHA. 

Now teU me candidly. 
Have you ne'er met any one that struck your fancy ? 
Have you never felt a real attachment. Sir ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The proverb calls a fireside of one*s own. 
And a good wife, equal to pearls and gold. 

MARTHA. 

Have you never felt a preference, I mean ? 

VOL. I. I 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In general^ I've been very well received. 

MARTHA. 

But what I wished to ask of you was this : 
Was your heart never seriously affected ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

One should not venture to pass jokes with ladies.- 

MARTHA. 

Ah ! but you do not understand me^ Sir. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I 'm sorry for it 5 but I understand — 

That you are very kind. IThey pass on, 

FAUST. 

You knew me then^ again^ you little angel. 
The very instant I came into the garden ? 

MARGARET. 

Ah ! you observed how I cast down my eyes. 

FAUST. 

And you forgive the liberty I took — 

My bold assurance — as you left the church ? 

MARGARET. 

I was thunderstruck : I'd never known such thing. 

No one can say aught bad of me, I thought 5 

Surely he can have noticed nothing bold. 

Or unmaidenly, about me ? yet it seemed 

That something struck him with the sudden thought, 
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' There needs no ceremony with this g^L' 
Yet I must own to you^ in spite of this 
I felt — I know not what — begin to stir 
Here, in your favour : vext enough I was 
With myself, that I did not feel more angry 
With you. 

FAUST. 

My sweetest love ! 

MABOABET. 

Stay but a moment. 
{She plucks a star-flower, and picks the leaves off 
one by one. 

FAUST. 

What is that for — a nosegay ? 

MABOARET. 

No, a game. 

FAUST. 

How? 

MABOABET. 

Go ! you*ll laugh at me. 

[She picks off the leaves, and murmurs. 

FAUST. 

What are you murmuring ? 

MABGABET {half ttloud). 

He loves me — Cloves me not) — 

FAUST. 

Heavenly enthusiast ! 
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MAROABBT (continUCS). 

He loves me — ^not ; — Cloves me — ^not 5 — 

{^Plucking off the Uist leaf, with deepjotf* 

He .loves me ! 

FAUST. 

He does^ my child ? Yes, let this flower-word 
Be to thee as a judgment from the heavens. 
He loves thee ! Know*st thou the word*s full import? 
He loves thee ! [Hie takes both her hands, 

MARGARET. 

I'm overcome. 

FAUST. 

Do not tremble ! 
Let my looks, and let this- pressure of thy hands 
Say what no words are able to express : 
To plunge ourselves in one absorbing passion. 
To feel a rapture that must be eternal — 
Eternal ! for its end would be despair. 
£nd--end ? no, no, away with such a thought. 

{^Margaret presses his hands, frees herself, and runs 
ojf. He stands a moment in thought, and then 
follows her. 

MARTHA (approaching). 
The evening's closing in. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes, we must say adieu. 
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MARTHA. 

Vd ask you to stay longer if I could^ 

Bat *tis such a wicked scandalizing place^ 

One would think that folks had nothing else to do 

Than to gape and watch their neighbours' visitors^ 

And make iU-natured guesses at their business 3 

One gets talked of^ be as careful as one will. 

And our youthful couple ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Wanton butterflies ! 
They've flown up yonder walk. 

MARTHA. 

He seems quite fond of her. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And she of him : 
Such is the way of the world. 



A SUMMER-HOUSE. 

Margaret runs in, gets behind the door, holds the tip 
of her finger to her lips, and peeps through a chink, 

MARGARET. 

He comes ! 

FAUBT. 

Ah^ rogue^ to provoke me so ! I ' ve caught you ! 

[He kisses her* 

MARGARET^ 

(Embracing him, and returning the kiss.) 
Dearest of men ! I love thee from my heart ! 

Mephistopheles knocks. 

FAUST (stamping). 
Who's there? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A friend ! 

FAUST. 

A brute ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

*Tis time to go. 
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MARTHA {comes up), 
Yes^ it is getting late^ Sir. 

FAUST. 

May I not 
Attend you home ? 

MARGARET. 

My mother would ^Farewell ! 

PAUST. V 

Must I then go ? Farewell ! fareweU ! 

MARTHA. 

Adieu ! 

MARGARET. 

'Till our next and speedy meeting ! 

\^Fautt and Mephistopheles exeunt, 

MARGARET. 

Gracious God ! 
How many many things a man like this 
Can think of ! I *m so bashful and so fluttered 
In his presence^ and say yes to every thing. 
I'm such a poor silly child^ that I am sure 
I cannot conceive what he finds in me. 



FOREST AND CAVERN. 

Faust (alone). 

Thou gav'st me^ Spirit sublime^ thou gav'st me all 
That I have prayed for ; nor hast thou in vain 
Turned thy bright countenance in splendour to me. 
Thou gav'st me glorious Nature for a kingdom 5 
Thou gav*st me power to feel her and enjoy. 
Not mere cold wonder- visits thou perm it* st me. 
But dost not grudge that I, in her deep bosom. 
Should dive, as in the bosom of a friend. 
Thou causest all life's forms to pass before me. 
And with my kindred in the silent thicket. 
In the air and water, bringest me acquainted. 
In the forest, when the tempest howls and shrieks. 
And the swept mountsun utters dirge-like moans. 
As giant pines are bearing down each other. 
With reeling stems and intertangled boughs. 
Thou lead'st me to the sheltering cave, and there 
Reveal* St to me those more mysterious wonders. 
Of which my own breast is the earthly shrine. 
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When tbe clear moon^ with gentle influence^ rises^ 
From the dank copses^ from tbe rocky chasms^ 
The silvery forms of ages past come forth^ 
And soften the harsh joy of contemplation. 

But ah ! nought perfect falls to the lot of man. 
With the bliss that lifts me nearer^ and still nearer 
To the Goda, thou gav'st me a companion^ who— 
Though cold and insolent^ though he degrades me 
In my own eyes^ and turns thy gifts to nought — 
Hath made himself essential to my life 5 
Who feeds and fans a wild fire in my breast 
For that loved image. Thus I reel from desire 
To enjoyment^ and midst enjoyment sicken for desire. 

Mephistopheles enters. 

MSPHISTOPHELES. 

What ! not yet weary of this kind of life ? 

For once and away^ the thing may be well enough ; 

But now let's off again for something new. 

FAVST. 

I would you had something else to do^ I swear^ 
Than thus to plague me in my happier boor. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well^ weU ! 1*11 take my leave^ if you're in earnest. 
A great loss^ faith^ such harsh ungracious company ! 
One has one's hands full> all the livelong day; 
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Nor what will please^ nor what to let alone^ 
Is*t possible to trace by your worship's nose. 

FAUST. 

That 's just the tone ! he *d claim thanks for worryingme. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Poor earth- child, what life wouldst have led without me? 
Of fancy's crotchets I have long since cured you : 
Pray, would you not already from this sphere. 

But for me, have made your exit ? ^Why mope 

Like an owl in caverns ? Why, like a toad. 
Squat amongst sodden moss and dripping stones ! 
Fine pastime, faith ! The doctor clings to you still. 

FAUST. 

Couldst obtain the least glimpse of the new life-power 
This wandering in the desert wins for me, 
Thou'dst grudge me — ^DevQ as thou art — ^my bliss. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A most celestial pleasure it must be ! 

Wandering amongst these hills in dews and darkness ^ 

In foolish ecstasy, clasping earth and heaven 3 

Up to a godhead puffing your vain self^ [marrow; 

With thronged forebodings, probing through earth's 

Fancying the whole six days' work in your bosom -, 

Enjoying in proud might — I know not what 3 

Now in love's raptures o'erflowing into all. 

Your earthly natiure cast aside ; and then. 
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The lofty intuition — IWith a gesture. 

I dare not say how — ^to buret. 

FAU8T. 

Fie, fie upon you ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That's not to your mind, then ? 
You to cry fie, in such a mora] tone ! 
One must not name to chaste ears, what chaste hearts^ 
For all that, can*t renounce 5 though, in good sooth, 
I grudge you not the indulgence, now and then. 
Of lying pretexts 3 but this won't last long. 
Into your old course driven back already. 
If it held, you would be fretted into madness. 
Or suffer torturing horror. Enough of this ! 
Your lovely pet sits fretting there at home. 
Where all now seems sordid and desolate 5 
Her love for you overmasters and absorbs her. 
Her heart was a calm lake midst folding hiUs, 
Fondly embracing and reflecting there 
Its few small islets and its verdant marge 3 
But love's, impetuous torrent hath o'erflowed 
All the green spots her innocent childhood prized ; 
WhUst yours, that poured the turbid deluge there. 
Was an Alpine river fed by melting snows. 
Whose bed again is dry. Methinks, instead 
Of sitting here^ enthroned amongst old woods. 
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If you'd enact the part of a physician^ 

And see to cure the poor young monkey's love. 

You'd cut a better figure, please your worship. 

The time seems miserably long to her 5 

She stands for hours at her window, watching 

The dark clouds rolling o'er the old town walls ; 

* Ah, were I a bird,' 's the burden of her song. 

Through the long day and more than half the night -, 

Now rousing by an effort to seem cheerful 3 

Anon, relapsing into gloom and tears ; 

Now sobbing, now composed, to all appearance ; 

But still heart-stricken — ^love-sick ! 

FAUST. 

Serpent, serpent ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (oside). 

Twill do, I see : the bait takes : I shall catch you ! 

FAUST. 

Reprobate ! Tempter ! take thyself away. 
Name not that lovely woman : do not bring 
The desire of enjoying her sweet person 
Again before my half-distracted senses ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What's to be done, then ? She thinks you are off 3 
And, in a manner, so, in fact, you are. 

FAUST. 

I'm near her} but, were countless leagues between us. 
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I never can forget her nor forsake her} 

I envy the very body of the Lord, 

Even now, when her lips are touching it. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bravo, my friend ! I*ve often envied you 

The young twin pair that flourish *neath the roses. 

FAUST. 

Pander, begone ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh dear ! I can*t help laughing. 
The Gk)d, whose whim created lad and lass. 
Well understood the noble occupation 
Of making opportunity as well. 
But away — *tis all miserable glamour ! 
Your road towards your lady*s chamber lies 
At present, as I think, and not to death. 

FAUST. 

Let me kindle on her bosom ! In her arms. 

What are the joys of heaven ? Do not I feel — 

Unceasingly feel — ^her wretchedness ? 

Am I not the outcast, the homeless one. 

The monster wandering without aim or rest, — 

The torrent dashing on from rock to rock. 

And urged in foaming fury towards the precipice ? 

Beside which, in a lowly peaceful cot. 

Surrounded by its own green Alpine field. 



183 

She dwells in child-like singleness of hearty 

That little world embracing aU her cares. 

And I — the abhorred of God ! — *tis not enough 

To dash at the bare rocks and shatter them ! 

Her quiet home^ too, must be undermined ! 

Inexorable Hell demands this sacrifice. 

Devil ! I call on thee to help me shorten 

The fearful pang ! let what must be, be quickly ! 

Let her sad fate fall crushingly on mine — 

Let's perish both together. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now it stirs ! 
Now it boils up again ! Away, you fool. 
And comfort the poor girl ! When such a noddle 
Can spy no outlet, we're at the end for certain. 
Health and long life to him who bears him bravely^ 
Say L And yet on some occasions, too. 
You have a fair spice of the devil in you. 
But I know nothing in the world so insipid 
As a devil who despairs. 



GRETCHEN'S ROOM. 

Gretch£n alone, at her Spinning-tvheeL 

ISings.'i 
My peace is gone for ever : 

How heavy is my heart ! — 
It will return — no, never : 

For good and all, we part. 

Where he is not, all seemeth 

Like the dark grave to me -, 
And the whole world hut teemeth 

With hopeless misery. 

I feel my poor head wandering. 
My thoughts grow crazed and dim. 

By too intensely pondering 
For ever upon him. 

My peace is gone for ever : 
How heavy is my heart ! — 
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It will return — no, never : 
For good and all, we part. 

Long hours at the window moping^ 
For him I sit and watch ; 

If I e'er leave home, 'tis hoping 
Some glimpse of him to catch. 

They haunt me hour by hour — 
His noble form and mein 5 

Of his eyes, the spell-like power 3 
Of his lips, the smile serene. 

His voice, the sweetest measure 

Of a magic flute, I wis 3. 
Of his hands the thrilling pressure j 

And ah ! his maddening kiss ! 

My peace is gone for ever : 
How heavy is my heart ! — 

It will return — no, never : 
For good and all, we part. 

My soul is ever yearning 

Its idol to behold. 
Ah ! if once more returning. 

These arms could round him fold ! 
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An cares^ all censures spuming- 
With raptures uncontrolled^ 

By kisses long and burning 
My deep love should be told. 



MARTHA'S GARDEN. 

BIaboabet^ Faust. 

maboabet. 
Promise me, Heniy ! 

FAUST. 

Aught that's in my power. 

MARGARET. 

Do^ pi*SLy> then tell me candidly your feelings 
As to religion : you're kind and good, I know 3 
But still I fear you don't think much of that. 

FAUST. 

My darling, let us choose some other theme. 
You know, you feel, how ardently I love you-r— 
That I'd lay down my life for my soul's idol 3 
Nor would I rob a single human being 
Of the comfort his religious faith bestows. 

MARGARET. 

But that is not enough ; one must believe ! 

FAUST. 

Must one ? 
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MABOABBT. 

Ah ! if I'd any weight with you ! 
Besides, you don't respect the holy sacraments. 

FAUST. • 

I do respect them. 

MABGABET. 

Yes, but not desire them. 
To mass or to confession you've not been, 
I fear, a long time. Do you believe in God ? 

FAUST. 

My love — ^who dares say, ' I believe in God ?* 
Ask the question of philosopher or priest. 
And the reply of either will be found 
The merest mockery of the questioner. 

MABGABET. 

Then you do not believe ? 

FAUST. 

Light of my eyes ! 

Mistake me not : 
Who dares to name Him, and declare 

I believe in Him ? 

To feel, and say 
I do not believe in Him ? 

The All-encompassing, 

The All-upholding, 
Encompasses He not. 
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Upholds He not^ 
Thee^ me^ Himself? 
Bends not yon heaven o'er us ? 
Spreads not the firm earth round ? 
Shed not the eternal stars^ 
From on high^ their friendly light ? 
Into each others' eyes are we not looking ? 
Throngs not the whole 
Round thy head and hearty 
Ahout thee, invisibly, visibly, in etemalmystery weaving? 
Let thy heart, capacious as it is. 
Be fraught with it ; 
And in the feeling, when thou'rt wholly blest. 
Give it what name thou wilt, — 
Joy ! heart ! love ! God ! 
I have no name for it ! 
Feeling is aU in aU 3 
Names, sound and vapour. 
Dimming the glow of heaven. 

MARGARET. 

That is all very beautiful and good : 

What the priest says has nearly the same meaning. 
But with some smaU addition to the words. 

FAUST. 

'Tis uttered in all places, by all hearts — 
Each in its own appropriate language, too : 
Why not befittingly in mine ? 
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MARGARET. 

It may be ; 
Yet for all that there's somethmg wrong about it^ 
For youVe not Christian faith. 

FAUST. 

My dearest child ! 

MARGARET. 

Oh ! it does grieve me so^ you cannot thinks 
To see the company you keep. 

FAUST. 

And why ? 

MARGARET. 

The man I see you with — Oh, God ! how hateful ! 

It makes me shudder to my inmost soul 

To look at his repulsive countenance ! 

Nothing through life e'er gave me such a heart-stab. 

FAUST. 

Don't be afraid of him, my little darling. 

MARGARET. 

It makes my very blood creep when I see him. 

For every body else I have kind feelings j 

But, much — Heaven knows how much ! — as I oft long 

For you, I feel an unaccountable dread 

Of that man's coming with you 3 and besides, 

I can't help thinking that he is a rogue. 

May God forgive me if I do him wrong ! 
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FAUST. 

Such oddities there must be^ notwithstanding. 

MARGARET. 

I would not live with the like of him for worlds ! 
Whene'er he comes and looks in at the door. 
With that cold^ sneering, and malicious face. 
One sees that he can sympathize with nothing ; — 
That he can never love one human soul. 
I abandon myself, wholly, in thy arms. 
To joy, I feel so unrestrained — so glowing ; 
And his vile presence closes up my heart. 

FAUST. 

My dear misgiving angel ! how you talk ! 

MARGARET. 

It overcomes me, love, to that degree. 

That, whensoe*er it chances that he joins us, 

I feel as if I loved e'en you no longer 5 

I never, in his presence, should be able 

To pray, — ^this makes me feel so sick at heart 5 

You, too, must feel the same, my dearest Henry ? 

FAUST. 

You've some antipathy. 

MARGARET. 

I must go now. 

FAUST. 

And shall I never, even for one brief hour, 
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Recline on that soft bosom undisturbed^ 

Press heart to heart, and soul to soul? — ^how fondly! 

MAB CARET. 

Ah ! if I did but sleep alone^ this night — 
This very night — I'd leave the door unbarred; 
But my mother is so easily awaked ; 
And I should die on the spot^ were she to catch us. 

FAUST. 

You need not be in fear of that^ my angel : 
Here is a phial^ from which if you but pour 
Three drops^ in her accustomed beverage^ 
She will be gently lulled to soundest sleep. 

MARGARET. 

Ah, what would I not venture for your sake ! 
It will not do her the least harm, I trust ? 

FAUST. 

My dear ! would I let you use it, if it could ? 

MARGARET. 

I know not what 'tis, dearest, best of men ! 
That, if I only look at you, compels me 
To do whatever you wish ; but I *ve already 
Gone so far for your sake, that next to nothing, 
God knows it, now remains for me to grant. [Exit. 

Mephistopheles enters. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The silly little monkey ! Is she gone ? 
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FAUST. 

Hast thou been playing the spy again^ as usual ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I heard what passed between you, plain enough. 

Catechised^ Doctor, hey ? Much good may 't do thee. 

The girls are deeply interested, that's certain. 

In knowing if a man be a believer 

After the good old fashion -, for, say they 

To themselves, if he's conformable in that. 

He'll also be conformable to us. 

FAUST. 

Thou, monster as thou art, canst not conceive 
What passes in the heart of this fond angel : 
Possessing that faith which is all-sufficient 
For her own happiness, a sacred horror 
Thrills her, to think she cannot choose but deem 
The man that's dearest to her a lost soul. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why, thou superlatively sensual rake, 

A chit of a girl, then, leads thee by the nose ! 

FAUST. 

Thou vile abortion of dirt and fire ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She is knowing, too, in physiognomy. 

And in my presence feels — she knows not how. 

This mask, it seems, betrays some hidden sense y 
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She feels that I*m a genius, most assuredly — 
Perhaps the Devil himself. Tonight, then ? 

FAUST. 

What's that to thee? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I have my pleasure in*t, though! 



AT THE WELL. 
Gbetchen and Bes8t, with pitchers. 

BESSY. 

Have you heard about Barbara ? 

GBETCHEN. 

Not a word : 
I scarcely^ now, go anywhere from home. 

BESSY. 

Sibylla told me of the whole today. 

A fine fool she has made herself at last ! 

This comes from setting up for a fine lady ! 

GBETCHEN. 

How so ? 

BESSY. 

A bad affair;, I promise you. 
Now, there are two fed when she eats and drinks. 

GBETCHEN. 

Ah! 

BESSY. 

Yes, I assure you ; and it serves her right. 
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How vain she was, you know, of her good looks ! 
And how long she*s been hanging on the lad ! 
Accepting all his presents without shame -, 
For ever jaunting with him, here and there. 
To merry-makings, junkettings, and revels : 
Such treats of cakes and wine ! such hugs and kisses ! 
She must be first at every thing, be sure ! 
Until at length the virgin flower is torn. 

GRETCHEN. 

Poor thing ! 

BESSY. 

Why, surely you don't pity her? 
Our mothers kept the like of us to spinning. 
And never let us go out of a night 5 
Whilst she was gallivanting with her sweetheart, 
Gossipping in the porch, or, arm in arm. 
Taking their walks, and thinking time too short. 
But now she must do penance for't i' the church. 

GRETCHEN. 

Surely, he'll make the foolish girl his wife ? 

BESSY. 

He won't be such a fool, I warrant him : 

A smart young fellow, with the world before him ! 

Besides, he's oflP! 

GRETCHEN. 

That is not acting fair. 
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BB8ST. 

But if she gets him it won't be in peace. 

The lads will surely tear her garland for her. 

And we girls strew chopped straw before the door. 

{^Exit. 
ORETCHEN (oft kcT way home). 
How readily could 1 revile too, once. 
If a poor maiden chanced to make a slip ! 
I could not find words bad enough to use, 
Methought, in speaking of another*s shame. 
Then, too, I blessed myself and felt so proud ! 
But now, I am a prey to sin myself ! 
And yet. Oh God ! how good, how love-like, all 
That drove me to this pass ! 



ORATORY. 

In the niche of the tpaZZ a devotional Image of the Mater 
Dolorosa, with Flower-pots before it, 

Margaret. 

[Places fresh flowers in the pots,"] 

Divine one, full of pain. 
Do not my prayer disdain ^ 
Graciously look on my distress and shame. 

The sabre at thy heart, 

A thousand keen pangs smart. 
As thou look*st up to thy son, vilely slain. 

To his dread Sire, with sighs 

That pierce the vaulted skies. 
For his and thy distress thou pleadest, nor in vain. 

Oh, who could e'er conceive. 
Oh, who would e'er believe. 
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The agony, the tortures, that I feel ? 

But how my poor heart throbs 

With deep convulsive sobs. 
Thou know'st, and thou alone : to thee 1 kneel ! 

Where'er I turn or go. 

Woe, woe — ^the demon woe — 
Clings, with dire fangs, within my bosom here ! 

The moment I 'm alone. 

Could bitter tears atone. 
The bursting flood would wash the vile stain clear. 

My flower-pots in a row. 

That I once treasured so, — 
Before the window of my humble room, 

I shed tears o'er each one. 

When, at the rising sun, 
I culled for thee those flowers of choice perfume. 

Ah ! when his early rays 

Did through the casement blaze. 
They roused me not from light sleep, as of yore j 

But found me, torn by dread, 

Upsitting in my bed. 
Reft of that peace which I shall know no more. 



203 

Divine one^ full of pain^ 
Do not my prayer disdain -, 
Graciously look on my agony and pain.' 



NIGHT. 

Street before Gretchens door, 

Valentine (a soldier, Gretchen's brother). 

Once, when I made one midst a jovial set. 
And gay young fellows, fond of showing off. 
Would extol the merits of their favourite lasses. 
And claim to have them toasted all around, 
IVe calmly sat, with elbows on the board. 
Heard all their boasts, and then, bumpei: ii) hand, 
Have stroked my beard and said. All well enough. 
But can you name a girl in the whole country 
That to my sister's fit to hold a candle? 
Here's to my Gretchen — ^good a? she is fair! 
Hob-a-nob — cling-clang— around goes the toast ! 
And shouts of. He is right ! she is the rose 
Of her sex ! And the boasters have been mute. 
But now — I could tear my hair up by the roots. 
Or run my head against the wall, for vexation : — 
Now shall I be for ever plagued and taunted 
With sneers and scurvy jokes, by every blockhead ! 
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I shall sit^ like one that owes beyond his means^ 
Sweating at every chance word that escapes -, 
And^ although I might thrash them into silence^ 

I could not say they lied. ^But who comes there ? 

Who slinks this way ? Two, or my eyes deceive me. 
If *tis the fellow, here 's at him at once : 
He shall not leave this spot alive, by God ! 

Faust, Mephistopheles. 

FAUST. 

See how the light of that ever-burning lamp 
Is flickering through the window of the sacristy, 
Throwing, on either side, a feebler gleam. 
As the darkness thickens round it ! Even so, 
A night-like gloom is spreading in my breast. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And I feel like a languishing tom-cat 

That scales the walls and sneaks around the eaves : 

I fed quite virtuous here, with just a dash 

Of wantonness and thievish inclination. 

Thus does the glorious Walpurgis night 

Already thrill through every limb of me 5 

Two days hence, it comes round to us again : 

There one really knows what purpose one*s awake for 

FAUST. 

But, meantime, can that be the treasure rising — 
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That casket^ which I see glimmering yonder ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To lift its lid up^ you'll soon have the pleasure. 
I took a squint at it a short time since : 
Capital lion-doUars in *t there are. 

FAUST. 

And not a single trinket ? not a ring 
To deck my lovely mistress ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I rather think 
I did see some such thing as a pearl necklace ? 

FAUST. 

That's right ! Whene'er I go without a present 
To my darling girl, I always feel regret. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You ought not to regret some pleasure gratis. 
Now that the heavens with stars are thickly studded^ 
ril treat your ears with a true piece of art — 
ril sing your best-beloved a moral song. 
To make a foolH)f her with greater certainty. 

[He sings to the guitar, "] 

Why, Catherine, stand' st thou, Catherine, 
By thy lover's door at break of day ? 

Shy Catherine ! youthful Catherine ! 
Know'st thou not that all men betray ? 



208 

Fie^ Catherine^ simple Catherine ! 

Enter there as a maid you may — 
Try, Catherine, buxom Catherine — 

A maid you will never come away. 

I, Catherine, dearest Catherine ! 

I, in the world's affairs grown grey. 
Spy, Catherine, artless Catherine ! 

The spoiler lurking for his prey. 

Fly, Catherine ! lovely Catherine ! 

Let not a sweetheart have his way — 
Bye, Catherine ! good bye, Catherine ! — 

Till the ring's on your finger, pray. 

VALENTINE {comes forward). 
Whom lurest thou here ? Thou accursed rat-catcher ! 
To the Devil with the instrument, in the first place ! 
In the next, to the Devil with the singer \ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Whew ! the guitar is smashed in a thousand shivers ! 
*Tis all up with the poor guitar. 

VALENTINE. 

Now then 
For smashing skulls next ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES {io FaUSt), 

Do n't you give way. Doctor! 
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Courage ! stick firm^ man ! Do as I advise : 
Out with your rapier — ^thrust away — ^I'U parry. 

VALENTINE. 

Parry that ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And why not ? 

VALENTINE. 

That, too ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To be sure ! 

VALENTINE. 

I believe the Devil's fighting ! How is this ? 
My hand is getting powerless already. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thrust home ! 

VALENTINE (falls). 

Oh God ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The clown 's tamed now. But away ! 
Let's make ourselves scarce in the twinkling of an eye ! 
For there's a cry of murder raised already. 
I'm on terms with the police : yet the ban of blood 
Is not a thing so easily adjusted. 

MARTHA (from the window). 
Be off ! be off^ with your noises ! 
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GRETCHEN (Jrom the window). 

Bring a light ! 
MARTHA (as before). 
They're fightings scufiQing, screeching, and abusing! 

THE PEOPLE. 

Here one is lying, and quite dead already. 

MARTHA (coming out). 
Have the murderers got away ? 

GRETCHEN (coming out). 

Who's lying here ? 

PEOPLE. 

Your mother s son. 

GRETCHEN. 

Almighty God ! what misery ! 

VALENTINE. 

Tm djring ! that's soon said, and sooner done. 
What are you women howling at ? Come near. 
And hear what I 've to say. 

[_All come round him. 
My Gretchen ! you're still young and inexperienced; 
You're not yet up to things, and manage ill : 
I advise you seriously, and once for all — 
Since you are a whore, to be one in good earnest. 

GRETCHEN. 

My brother ! giacious God ! what do you mean ? 
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VALENTINE. 

Gretchen> leave God's name unprofaned. What's done 
Can't^ now^ be undone : things must take their course. 
You begin, in secret, with one paramour : 
Once broken in, others will quickly follow ; 
And, by the time a dozen have enjoyed you. 
You'll be on the town. 

When shame is first brought forth into the world. 
Her birth is always cautiously concealed. 
And, head and ears, she's wrapped in the cloak of night. 
Aye, folks would fain stifle the ugly brat ! 
Which, notwithstanding, grows in strength and stature. 
And soon walks fiauntingly in the open day ; 
And still, the uglier her face becomes. 
Courts observation more. 

You strumpet ! I already see the time 
When every decent citizen will shun you. 
As he would an infected corpse ! 
When they look you in the face, your heart wiU sink ! 
No golden chain you'll ever wear again : 
You'll never stand before the altar more ! 
Nor take pride, at the dance, in a fair lace collar. 

In some dark den of misery you'll hide. 
Crouching 'mongst beggars and diseased cripples , 
And, even should God forgive you, upon earth 
You'll live an accursed thing ! 
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MARTHA. 

Commend your soul to the mercy of your God ! 
What ! heap on your precious soul the sin of slander ! 

VALENTINE. 

Could I but once get at thy withered body^ 

Thou shameless bawd ! I^ then, should feel no doubt 

Of obtaining a full pardon for my sins. 

ORETCHEN. 

Oh, my brother ! Oh, this burning hell-pang ! 

VALENTINE. 

I say, have done with shedding useless tears ! 
You gave me the deepest heart-stab of them all 
When you gave maiden honour to the winds. 
I go, through the sleep of death, unto my God — 
A soldier, and a brave one to the last. [He dies. 



CATHEDRAL. 

Service, Organ and Hymn, 

Gretchen^ amongst a crowd of people: Evil Spirit^ 

behind Gretchen. 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

How different^ Gretchen ! ah^ how different 
It was with thee^ when^ pure and innocent^ 
Thou earnest to the altar here^ 
And^ from that guileless nook 
Thy bosom^ then the shrine 
Of thoughts half sportive^ half divine^ 
Didst take that little well-worn book^ 
And didst repeat each holy prayer 
With feelings artless and sincere. 
Gretchen ! what thoughts distract thy brain ? 
Which crime is at thy heart ? 
For thy mother pray*st thou^ who^ to long long pain^ 

Did through that sleep depart ? 
Whose blood may that, upon thy threshold^ be ? — 
Stirs it not now, forebodingly ? 
Does it not make thee start. 
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In agony^ 
That quickening being near thy heart ? 

GRETCHEN. 

Oh, misery ! Oh, that I could drive away 
Those fearful thoughts, that will come over me — 
That, in spite of all, will come across me ! 

CHORUS. 

Dies ir^b, dies illa, 
solvet sibclum in favilla. 

\_The organ playi. 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

Horrors o'er thee creep ! 
Sounds the trumpet dread. 
Arousing all the dead ! 
From its ashy sleep. 
Thy trembling heart doth leap 
To conscious life again. 
To suflFer fiery pain ! 

GRETCHEN. 

Oh, would that I were far away from hence ! 
I feel as if the organ choked my breath — 
As if the anthem melted my heart away. 

CHORUS. 

Judex, ergo, cum sedebit, 

QUIDQUID LATET ADPAREBIT3 

Nil inultum remanebit. 
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GRETCHEN. 

I feel SO thronged ! the pillars close around me ! 
The roof is pressing down on me ! — ^Air ! light ! 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

Hide thyself from misery ! 
But sin — but shame may not be hidden -, 
*Ti8 forbidden. 
Air ? light ? Woe, woe to thee ! 

CHORUS. 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus ? 
QUEM patronum rogaturus ? 

CUH VIX JUSTUS SIT 8ECURUS. 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

The glorified, the pure. 

May not endure 
Thy presence : shuddering, they 
From a polluted outcast turn away. 

CHORUS. 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus ? 

gretchen. 

Goody ! your hartshorn bottle 

{^She swoons away. 



WALPURGIS NIGHT. 

The Hartz Mountains. District of Schirke and Elend, 

Faust^ Mephistopheles. 

mephist0phele8. 
Do n't you long for a broom-stick ? I'd be glad 
Of the very roughest he-goat in existence. 
We're far from the journey's end, by this road, still. 

FAUST. 

This knotted stick is help enough for me : 
I'm fresh upon my legs -, nor do I wish 
A shorter road. To wind through pleasant vales. 
To climb rocks, where the fresh springs bubble up 
And leap from ledge to ledge, is quite delightful ! 
Spring is already weaving 'mongst the birches. 
And even the pine-trees feel her quickening spirit : 
Should it not stimulate our bodies too ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nothing of such an influence do I feel : 

My body is all wintry, and I'd rather 

Have frost and snow on my path. How mournfully 

The unfilled disk of the red moon ascends, 

VOL. I. L 
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So late, and so dim withal, that one keeps stumbling, 

At every step, against some rock or tree ! 

I *11 call a Wi]l-o*-tbe-wisp, with your permission : 

I see one blazing cheerily in the fen. 

Holloa, there, friend ! why flare away to waste ? 

Hither, and light us up the mountain path ! 

WILL-O'-THE-WISP. 

I trust I shall be able to control 

My natural versatility, and show 

The very great respect 1 bear your worship 5 

But ours is, commonly, a zig-zag course. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ho, ho ! and so you think to imitate men ! 
But go straight forward, in the Devil's name ! 
Or else I'll blow your flickering life out, for you. 

WILL-O'-THB-WISP. 

I clearly see that you are master here. 
And wiU right cheerfully do my best to suit 
Your humour 5 but I pray you, bear in mind 
The mountain's being magic-mad tonight. 
And, if a Will-o'-the-wisp's to lead the way, 
I hope you won't be too particular. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, FAUST, WILL-o'-THE-WI8P, 

{In alternate song.) 
We have entered enchantment's dreamy sphere. 
Win praise as our guide on this wild career 3 
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Into the heart of this wide realm^ tonight^ 
Lead us timely^ and lead us aright. 

See trees after trees moving rapidly by ! 

And^ as past us they fly> 
The cliffs^ how they bow^ as if paying us court ! 
And the long-snouted rocks^ bow they blow and snort ! 

Thorough stones, thorough green turf, the brooks hurry 
What rustling is that ? Do I hear a sweet song, [on. 
A love-plaint, reminding of days that are gone ? 
What we're fond of, we hope for ! Echo sends the sound 

back. 
Like a dream of past bliss, o*er this desolate track. 

Nearer and nearer. Too wboo ! too whoo ! 
Chanteth the owl ; and the lapwing too. 
And the screaming jay : have they kept awake ? 
Are those salamanders, in yonder brake. 
With pottle beUies, long legs, and claws ? 
And snake-like roots 'thwart the pathway grope. 
From each rock-rift and chasm and gravelly slope -, 
As if into some huge polype's jaws [arms, 

'Twere to drag folks, they stretch forth their monstrous 
Wreathed into strange contorted forms. 
All speckled with dark and bright ; 
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And mice^ many-coloured^ that cross and recross 
By myriads, frisking through heath and through moss ; 
And fire-flies, wheeling in countless swarms. 
And perplexing us with their light. 

But say, are we moving, or standing still I 
For things seem to whirl round like the vanes of a mill : 
The trees and the rocks, that are making strange faces, 
And the Will-o*-the wisps, that get thicker and thicker. 
And swell themselves out, and flit quicker and quicker- 
Restless imps, momently changing their places. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Grasp my skirt firmly ! Here's a central peak, 
Whence one admires to see how Mammon glows 

Within the mountain. 

PAUST. 

What a Strange 
And melancholy light, like the red dawn. 
Gleams through the rocky gorges, and pervades 
The very inmost chasms of the precipice ! 
Here a mist rises, there float exhalations -, 
Here the glow sparkles out of gauzy vapour. 
There glides along in a fine thread-like Une, 
And there, again, it jets up like a fountain ; 
Yonder it flows in one continuous track. 
Sending a hundred off-*sets through the vale. 
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And there, again> compressed within a nook, 

Reboundingly disperses, all at once. 

Like a shower of golden sand. But see ! 

The rock*s face is on fire, through its whole height. 

MEPHI8T0PHELE8. 

Doth not Sir Mammon make a grand display. 
And light up splendidly, for this high festival ) 
Tis lucky that youVe seen it, for I scent 
rhe boisterous guests, already. 

FAUST^ 

How the storm-blast raves ! 
What violent thumps it gives one on the neck ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You must grasp hold firmly of the mountain's ribs. 

Or 'twill hurl you down the abyss. The night thickens. 

Hark ! what a crashing thorough the whole forest ! 

The owls fly scared away. Hark, how the columns 

Of these ever-verdant palaces are splintering ! 

Hark ! to the snapping boughs, the groaning trunks. 

The uptearing roots, that stretch and creak and screech ! 

Down, down, in dire confusion on each other. 

The tempest lays all prostrate, and howls on. 

And whines, and hisses round the wreck-strown cliffs ! 

Hear'st thou sounds in the air ? 

Now distant — now near ? 

Aye, a mad magic-song 
Streams the whole mountain along ! 
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THE WITCHES (in ckorus). 
Up to the Brocken the witches fly ! 
The stubble is yellow^ the com is green. 
Thither the mighty multitude hie. 
On the topmost peak is Sir Urien seen. 
On they go, over stone, over stock, 
.... the witch .... the buck. 

VOICES. 

Old Mother Baubo is coming now. 
All alone on a farrowing sow. 

CHORUS. 

To whom honour is due, pay honour ! 
Make way, there, ho I 
For Mother Baubo. 
A worthy sow, and Mother upon her. 
On, Mother, before us. 
And head the witch chorus. 

VOICE. 

Which way didst climb ? 

VOICE. 

Over Ilsenstein ! 
I peeped into the owl's nest there : 
She gave me a stare ! 

VOICE. 

What a rate, old cat. 
You are driving at ! 



223 



VOICE. 

She has grazed my tbigh^ 
As she whizzed by. 
Look what a scratch : 
The vile old wretch ! 

WITCHES (chorus). 
The way is long^ the way is broad. 
But what a mad throng crowds the road ! 
Scratches the besom, and sticks the prong. 

As we hurry along. 
Helter-skelter, who shall be first. 
Infants are stifled, mothers burst. 

WIZARDS (half chorus). 
Whilst we creep along, like a snail with his house. 
Far before us the women go, canty and crouse j 
In a race to the evil ones we have no chance. 
They are ever a thousand steps in advance. 

THE OTHER HALF. 

That's not precisely the proper view. 
Woman takes a thousand steps, 'tis true ; 
But haste as she may, 'twill stiU be found, 
Man clears the space at a single bound. 

VOICES (above). 
Come with us, come with us, from Felsensee ! 

VOICES (from below). 
Up to you would we mount with glee. 
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But^ though washed and thoroughly clean we he> 
We're condemned to eternal sterility. 

BOTH CHORUSES. 

The winds are charmed to rest^ the shot-stars glide, 
The melancholy moon is glad to hide 5 
And^ as it whizzes on^ the magic choir 
Sputter forth countless sparks of lurid fire. 

VOICE (from below). 
Stay, stay ! 

VOICE {from above). 
Who, from the deft of the rock, calls stay? 

VOICE (from below). 
Take me, take me with you, I pray ! 
Three centuries Tve toiled without reaching the top. 
I *d fain be amongst you : stop, pray stop ! 

BOTH CHORUSES. 

The besom, the fork, the stick doth bear. 
And eke the he-goat, aloft through the air. 
Tonight, lost for ever is he who can't climb. 

DEMI-WITCH (below), 

I 've been tottering after a weary time. 

And they, already, so far ahead ! 

I can neither rest here nor at home in bed. 

CHORUS OF WITCHES. 

Anoint ! *tis the salve gives us pluck to mount; 
Any rag makes a sail« any trough, we count 
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A good ship to launch on the tides of the sky ; 
Tonight, who flies not never will fly. 

BOTH CHOBU8B8. 

As ye round the mountain's head 

Check your swift career. 
Witchcraft's host, and widely spread 

0*er the wild heath here. 

[_They let themselves down. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

There's crowding and pushing, there's clattering and 

rustling ! 
rhere's whizzing and twirling, there's babbling and 

bustUng ! 
There's sparkling and blinking! there's burning and 
stinking ! 
There, what noble materials are blent ! 
Ah, this is the true witch-element ! 
But stick by me, or we shall be parted 
In a moment. — Ho ! whither hast started ? 

FAUST {in the distance). 
Here! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

What ! borne off so far akeady ? 
I must exert my paramount authority* [folks ! — 

Make way ! — Sir Voland, friends ! — ^make way, good 
Doctor, take hold of me, and at a bound 
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We'll get clear of this crowd : 'tis even too mad 
For such as I am. — Some peculiar light 
Seems to be shining in the jungle^ yonder; 
I fed incited to explore that place. 
Come on — we'll just peep in there — come along. 

FAUST. 

Spirit of contradiction ! — Well ! go on. 
And, wheresoe'er it leadeth, I will follow. 
A sage scheme truly, I must needs confess. 
To mount the Brocken on Walpurgis night. 
And isolate ourselves when we get there. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

See, do but see, what parti-coloured flames ! 

A cozy club is met together here. 

One does not feel so lonely 'mongst a few. 

FAUST. 

I should prefer being in the stir above, though ! 
Where flame and eddying smoke, ev'n now, I see. 
Yonder the multitude throngs round the evil one ; 
Many a curious problem must be solved there. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And many a curious problem spawned there, too. 
Pray let the great world rave on as it will : 
In this snug nook we'll house ourselves in peace. 
To chalk out little worlds within the great. 
Wherein to enjoy one's self's the good old plan. — 
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Yonder I spy youDg witches^ with their persons 

Temptingly bare^ and prudent old ones covered. 

Be guided^ now^ by me^ and you shall find 

The trouble little and the sport abundant. 

I hear the noise of piping instruments ! 

Confound the jangle ! but one must endure it. 

Come on ! come on ! — I see it needs must be — 

Come^ and I'll introduce you^ which you'll own 

As laying you under a fresh obligation. 

What say you, eh ! no trifling space, friend, this ! 

Do but behold ! as far as eye can reach 

Hundreds of bonfires blazing all a-row ! 

And countless crowds around them, dancing, cookings 

Love-making, drinking ! Where, I wish to know. 

Where can there aught exceeding this be found ? 

FAUST. 

On introducing us, do you intend 

To present yourself as a conjuror, or a devil ? 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Though usually in strict incognito. 

On gala-days one likes to show one's orders. 

I've not the honour to display the Garter, 

But the Horse-foot claims high distinction here. 

Do you see the snail here creeping up to us ? 

£yen now she pokes out who I am by her feelers. 

If I would, I could not here deny myself. 
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But come along ! we*ll go from fire to fire« 
I *11 be the pimp^ and you shall be the gallant. 

[7*0 persons who sit round some expiring embers,'] 
Old gentlemen^ what are you doing here^ 
Quite at one end ? How much more praiseworthy 
Twould be, to get in the midst — ^in the very thick 
Of the rioting and youthful revelry ; 
One*s surely quite enough alone, when home, 

GENERAL. 

Let none put trust in the gratitude of nations 1 
However great their services have been, 
'Tis with the multitude as with the sex. 
Youthful pretenders gain the upper hand. 

MINISTER. 

The young folks of the present day are wide — 
Are very wide — astray from the right path. 
The people of the good old school for me ! 
Ah ! that was verily the golden age. 
When our authority was all in all. 

PARVENU. 

Nor were we fools, nor over-scrupulous, either. 
As to what ought or ought not to be done ; 
But just as things were ordered to our mind 
Came an unexpected stir and upset ail. 

AUTHOR, 

Who now-a-days — ^to speak it a general way — 
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Read works that cause them the least mental labour ? 

As for the rising generation^ they 

Are an empty^ flimsy, self-sufficient set. 

MEPHISTOPHELES^ 

{who all at once appears very old). 
Yes, yes, the folks are ripe for doomsday, all ! 
'Tis the last visit I shall ever pay 
To the witch-mountain ; my own cask runs thick. 
So to the dregs, doubtless, the world is come, too. 

A HUCKSTERING WITCH. 

Do not pass by in this way, gentlemen ! 
Now is your time to make a famous bargain ! 
I've wares of all sorts well worth your attention -, 
Yet nought but hath its fellow upon earth — 
That hath not, to mankind and to the world. 
Wrought some peculiar mischief in its time. 
No dagger here, from whence blood hath not flowed 3 
No cup, that hath not poured consuming poison 
Into some healthy body; trinket none^ 
That hath not brought some lovely maid to shame ; 
No sword, that hath not severed some dear tie^ 
Or stabbed^ perchance, some rival from behind. 

UEPHISTOPHELES. 

Cousin ! you understand the times but HI. 

Done, happened ! pho, pho ! happened, done, indeed ! 

Traffic in novelties; they're the only things 
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That have the least attraction^ I assure you. 

FAUST. 

What a fair ! if I can but keep my senses ! 

UEPHIST0PHELE8. 

On the crowd pushes^ ever onward ! onward ! 
You think to push^ and you get pushed yourself. 

FAUST. 

Who may that be ? 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

Mark her well ! that's Lilith. 

FAUST. 

Who? 

USPHISTOPHELES. 

Adam*s first wife : of her fair locks beware; 
Beware the ornament in which she shines 
Pre-eminent. When she ensnares a youths 
She does not let him ofip so very easy. 

FAUST. 

There are an old one and a young one sitting ; 
But the jades have already danced till they are jaded. 

UEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dancing hath neither stop nor stay tonight. 
There's a new one just beginning; let*s chime in! 

FAUST (dancing with the young one), 
I had a fair dream once upon a time ; 
In it I saw an apple tree^ whereon^ 
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Two lovely ppples tempted me ; I climbed. 

THE FAIB ONE. 

From Paradise^ downward^ men have always been 
Extremely fond of apples. Tm most happy 
To say nr y garden also bears such fruit. 

UEPHisTOPHELES (wUh the old one). 
I had a \ ild dream once upon a time ; 
And in it «.here appeared a rifted tree ; 

to 

It had a 

To but it pleased me for all that. 

THE OLD ONE. 

My service to the knight with the horse* s foot. 

Let him have a ready^ 

If he fears not. 

PBOCTOPHANTASUIST. 

You confounded mob ! how dare you venture ? 
Have we not long since proved^ to demonstration^ 
That spirits never stand on human feet ? 
Yet actually^ notwithstanding this^ 
You're dancing here as other mortals do ! 

THE FAIR ONE (daucing). 
Why comes he to our ball^ then ? 

FAU8T (dancing). 

Oh ! he's every where. 
We come to dance^ he^ to criticize the dancing. 
Unless he talked of every step that's made^ 
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The step were just as well not made at all. 

He*s most annoyed if folks advance straight forward : 

If you will only move round in a circle 

Like him^ in his old mill^ he*l] call that right 

And praise you^ IVe no doubt 3 especially 

If you advise vnth him upon the subject. 

PROCTOPHANTASUIST. 

You*re here^ then^ still ! what an unheard-of thing ! 
But vanish ! weVe enlightened all the world ! — 
That Devil's pack to rules pay no attention 3 
Though we*re so vnse^ Tegel is haunted stiU. 
How long have I been sweeping with my broom 
To cleanse the earth from all such kind of rubbish ; 
And *tis not ridded yet ! — ^what an unheard-of thing ! 

THE FAIR ONE. 

Have done with wearying us^ at all events. 

PBOCTOPHANTA8MIST. 
I tell you plainly to your faces^ spirits : 
rU not endure spiritual despotism^ 
Being what L cannot exercise myself. 

[The dancing goes on."] 
I see that I shall not succeed tonight -, 
But, as I'm always ready for a start. 
Whene'er I see a chance, I live in hopes 
Of beating both the devils and the poets 
Before I start on my last earthly journey. 



233 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Now will he forthwith go and seat himself — 
Being his mode of seeking consolation^ 
Whenever he is vext — ^amidst some puddle^ 
To let the leeches feast upon his rump> 
And thus get cured of spirits^ and spirit too. 

\_To Faust, who has left the danceJ] . 
But wherefore do you leave the pretty girl 
Who sang to you so sweetly in the dance ? 

FAUST. 

I saw a red mouse leap from out her mouth. 
In the middle of the song. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Suppose you did ? 
One must not be too nice about mere trifles. 
'Twas very well the mouse was not a grey one. 
Who in the hour of enjoyment cares 
For such things ? 

FAUST. 

Then I saw — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What did you see ? 

FAUST. 

MephistOj do you see yon pale fair girl. 
Standing alone, and far from all the rest ? 
She drags herself reluctantly away. 
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And seems to move as if ber feet were fettered. 
How strongly she resembles my dear Gretcben ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dismiss tbe fancy ! it can bring no good. 
That is a mere creation of encbantment — 
Lifeless — an idol 3 *tis not well to meet it 5 
Man's blood gets frozen by its freezing glance.—* 
Of course youVe heard tbe story of Medusa ? 

FAUST. 

Aye, verily they are a corpse's eyes. 
Which there was no afiPectionate hand to close ! 
That is tbe sweet form Gretcben yielded me ! 
That the soft bosom I have pressed to mine ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I tell you, easily deluded fool ! 

That that is sorcery : to every one. 

The semblance of his own beloved she wears. 

FAUST. 

What bliss ! what torture ! From that piteous look 
I cannot take my eyes. That lovely neck 
How strangely does a single crimson line. 
Not broader than a penknife's back, encircle ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Quite right ! quite right ! I see it now myself. 

Since Perseus cut it oflF for her, she carries 

Her head aneatb her arm, whene'er she pleases. — 
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But fond as ever of delusion^ still ? 

Do, prithee, follow up the hill with me. 

Where all is gay and nienry as the Prater ! 

And, if I'm not deluded too, I spy 

A theatre : what have we going on here, then ? 

SERVIBILIS. 

They'll begin afresh, almost immediately. 

A new piece. Sir, the last of seven new pieces : 

It is the custom here to give that number -. 

The piece is written by a dilettante. 

And will be also played by dilettanti. 

Excuse me, gentlemen, for business calls me : 

The part assigned me, as a dilettante. 

Is to draw the curtain up. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To find you 
On the Blocksberg meets my approbation : 
This is a most appropriate place for you. 



WALPURGIS-NIGHT'S 
DREAM: 

OR, 

OBERON AND TITANIA'S GOLDEN 
WEDDING FEAST. 



INTERMEZZO. 



WALPURGIS-NIGHT'S DREAM. 

{^Intermezzo.'] 

STAGE MANAGER. 

This^ as a day of rest^ we bail^ 

We^ gallant sons of Mieding. 
Mountain old, and misty vale. 

Is all the scene that's needing. 

HERALD. 

The wedding-feast of gold to be. 

Requires half a century ; 

And if the quarrel should have ceased, 

I shall be more pleased with the golden feast. 

OBERON. 

Now — ^when the Fairy King and Queen 
Are re-united on the green — 
Spirits ! now's the time to show — 
Are ye with me, aye or no ? 

PUCK. 

When Puck, with a bound. 
Comes and twirls himself round. 
With frolicsome step in the dance. 
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Hundreds run after^ with shouting and laughter ^ 
A host of light spirits in Puck^s train advance. 

ARIEL. 

In tones of heavenly purity, 
Ariel breathes a delicate air ; 
Some trifling things, of a surety. 
It lures, but it also lures the fair. 

OBEBON. 

Ye married folks ! would ye do what's rare — 

Agree? 
Take a lesson from us, a long-yoked pair. 

In harmony -, 
Let a fond couple who, like the faithfiil dove 

And his mate. 
Would cherish mutual and unchanging love — 
Separate. 

TITANIA. 

If the husband becomes humdrum. 
And looks glum. 
And the wife gets full of fidgets and whim, — 

Send him. 
Bear- hunting, to the northern ice 
In a trice 3 
And off with her, where the green waves roU 
Round the southern pole. 



4.J 
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Orchestra^ tutti. 

(Fortissimo.) 

Flies* probosces^ 

Moskitos* noses^ 

And all their kin 

Of various din 3 
Croaking frog in the thicket^ 
In the grass the cricket -, 

These form the band 

At their graces' command. 

SOLO. 

See the bagpipe come, 
A bubble freshly blown 1 
Snick, snack, sneck it goes. 
Through its drowsy nose. 

8PIRIT WHICH IS JUST FORMED. 

Toad's belly, and spider's foot. 
And duckling's wings, the imp to suit ! 
Not as an animalcula we show him — 
But here's a little poem. 

A LITTLE PAIR. 

With short steps and vaulting capers. 
On through honey-dew and vapours ; 
Here's enough bounding to make one stare^ 
But no real mounting up in the air. 

VOL. I, M 
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INQUISITIVE TRAYELLBB. 

Surely all this parading 

And mummery 
Must be mere masquerading 

And bummery ? 
Is tbere bope of persuading 

One*8 eyes, 
Tbat yon form, arrayed in 

Tbe guise 
Of tbe beautiful fairy 
Oberon, 
Is no WiU-o*-tbe-wisp — ^no vagary — 
No figment of fun ? 

OBTBODOX. 

No claws ? no tail to flink about? 

Marvels will never cease. 
Yet, tbat be's a Devil*s past a doubt. 

Even as tbe Gods of Greece. 

NORTHERN ARTIST. 

Wbat I*m catcbing 

Is merely sketching : 
I prepare betimes, d'ye see. 
For my tour in Italy. 

PURIST. 

What ill luck brings me to tbis scene of riot, 
*Midst tbis witcb-bost unquiet. 
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That every moment louder get and louder ? 
And only two wear powder ! 

TOUNO WITCH. 

Give shrivelled beldames, old and gray. 

Powder, and a petticoat : 
A buxom form (who dares gainsay ?) 
I, in my birth-day suit, display. 

Sitting on my shagged he-goat. 

MATBON. 

Good manners, my dear. 
Prevent squabbling here 5 
But, though fair and young. 
May you rot ere long ! 

LEADER OF THE BAND. 

Flies* probosces, 

Moskitos* noses, 
Don*t swarm round the naked so ! 

Frog in the thicket. 

Chirping cricket. 
Keep good time, I pray you, though ! 

WEATHEBCOCK 

(towards one side). 
Company, faith, to ones heart's content ! 

Young batchelors — ^brides — 

And — ^nothing besides ! 
Admiring, hoping, is all their bent. 
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WEATHERCOCK 

(towards ike other side). 
And if the ground doth not give token 
That *tis, instantly^ going to open 
And swallow them all of a lump, 
I *11 start o£f to hell in a jump. 

XENIEN. 

As insects, we present ourselves. 
With sharp, grasping, mandibles. 
As in duty bound to say, sa-sa. 
To Satan, our most worshipful papa. 

HENNINGS. 

Do but see how naively the crowded troop 
Are laughing and joking — all cock-a-hoop ! 
And I dare say they'll make out, at the conclusion. 
That they had good hearts amidst all the confusion. 

MUSAGET. 

Well, really now, it gives me pleasure. 

To lose myself *mongst such folks as these are ! 

If a critic his own fate to choose is. 

Give me witches to manage rather than muses. 

CI-DEVANT GENIUS OF THE AGE. 

*Mongst proper folks, one*s able to assert 
One*s proper dignity. Take hold of my skirt ! 
The Blocksberg has an ample top, you see. 
As the Parnassian hill of Germany. 



245 

INQUISITIVE TRAVELLR. 

Pray> wbat*8 the name of that stiff man^ 

Who walks like a toucan ? 
He sniffs at every thing he can : 
He*s scenting out the Jesuit's clan. 

THE CRANE. 

I fish where streams are clear and blue 3 

I fish in troubled waters, too : 

Like prudent saints, austere but civil. 

Who, to serve their cause, would court the Devil. 

WORLDLY ONE. 

Your pious people, fiill of faith divine. 

And grace's unction. 
Deem fitting any place, and any time. 

To exercise their function : 
Why, even on the Blocksberg, strange to teU, 
They've many a conventicle. 

DANCER. 

Hark ! hitherward a new choir comes : 

Hark ! I hear the distant drums. 
No ! I'm in error — ^pray resume 

The dance again— 
'Tis the monotonous bittern's boom. 

In yonder fen. 

• DANCING-MASTER. 

The crooked leap, the clumsy hop : 
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How busy their bones all be ! 
Each skips on as he can, without stay or stop ! 
For, what show he makes, what cares he ? 

FIDDLEB. 

How cordial one*s hate for ragamuffins ! 

And one cheerfully gives up the few. 
The bagpipe is charming brutes with its puffings^ 

As the Orphean lyre used to do. 

DOGMATIST. 

Nor critics, nor doubts, of any kind. 
Shall change my opinions, shall alter my mind. 
The Devil must be something, though, after all. 
Else how could there be any Devil at all ? 

IDEALIST. 

Phantasy, for once thou art 
Too o*erpowering for my sense : 

Thou makest me start ! 
Prithee now, on what pretence. 
If I myself am truly all, 
Dost thou hold my sense in thrall ? 

REALIST. 

This entity doth vex me sore -, 
'Tis a most consummate bore. 
Whether I stand firm or no. 
For the first time, I don't know. 
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8UPERNATURALI8T. 

How pleased am I at being here ! 
Tis quite deligbtful^ I declare; 
Because^ sans doubt^ one can infer^ 
From evil spirits^ what good ones are. 

SCEPTIC. 

On the track of tbe flame, spurred by hopes of plunder^ 
They set off, thinking the treasure is under. 
Here I'm at home. What from this d*ye infer^ man ? 
Doubt rhymes to Devil only — ^in German. 

LEADER OF THE BAND. 

Frog in the thicket. 

Chirping cricket. 
Confounded dilettanti ! 

Gnats' probosces, 

Moskitos' noses. 
Fine musicians, an't ye ? 

THE SHARP ONES. 

What shall the name of this merry host be ? 
Suppose we christen it sans'souci. 
To walk on one's feet is no longer the go. 
So we walk on our heads, you must know. 

THE AWKWARD ONES. 

In the good old times gone by, we 

Got at many a tit-bit slyly; 

But our shoes are all danced through in holes. 
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And we limp along on our bare soles. 
Old times, farewdl, a long farewell : good bye t*ye! 

WILL-0*-THK-WISP8. 

From the bog we come. 
Whence we're newly sprung; 

But here in the dance we figure away. 

Making at once a grand display. 

STAR-SHOOT. 

In a bright etherial light 

I darted from on high. 
And now, alas ! amidst the grass. 

Crooked-wise, I lie. 
Writhing, struggling, on this plain. 
Who wiU help me up again? 

THE MASSIVE ONES. 

Make room, make room around 1 
Down go the grass-stalks flat ! 
Spirits pass over the ground — 
True spirits — and yet, for all that. 
They've stout limbs, heavy and fat. 

PUCK. 

Don't tread so heavily, pray. 
Like elephants' cubs. 
You unlicked chubs -, 
Let Puck himself, today. 
Be the- most substantial of this array^ 
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ARIEL. 

If kind nature hath given — 
If from the spirit 
You inherit 

Wings to bear 
Through the subtle au% 
(Our domain, 'twixt earth and heaven). 
Follow my bright track, ere it closes. 
Up to the hill of roses. 

ORCHBSTBA (piunissimo) . 
Wreathing mists, and drifting clouds. 
Withdraw your vapoury shrouds. 
Mount, brighten, blend on high 
In the clearing sky ! 
Lo, the breeze the hill-side brushes. 
Sweeping o*er the grass and rushes ; 
And, like a dream, 
The dissolving scene 
Is, as though it had not been. 
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A GLOOMY DAY. 
A Plain. 

FaUST> MfiPHISTOPHELES. 
FAUST. 

In misery — ^utter misery ! despairing ! 

Long since a wretched vagrant upon earth ! 

And now imprisoned ! The kind unhappy creature ! 

Plunged, as a criminal, into a dungeon. 

And manacled to suffer horrid tortures ! 

Come to such pass ! Vile treacherous spirit ! 

And this, all this, thou hast concealed from me ! — 

Only confront me : only dare to face me ! 

Roll thy malicious eyes in devilish wrath ! 

Stand forth and brave me with thy hated presence ! — 

A prisoner ! in hopeless misery ! 

Given over, as a prey to evil spirits. 

And the pitiless judgements of humanity ! 

And lulling me, the while, with tasteless nonsense 3 
Keeping from me her growing misery — 
Leaving her, destitute of help, to perish ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She*s not the first. 

FAUST. 

Dog ! vile, horrible monster ! 
Turn him. Thou Infinite Spirit ! turn the wretch, 
Turn him back again into that dog-like shape. 
In which he oft has chose to trot beyond me ; 
To roll before some harmless wanderer's feet. 
And fasten on his shoulders when he falls y— 
Turn him once more into his darling shape. 
That he may crouch before me in the sand. 
Whilst I spurn him with my foot — ^the reprobate ! 
Not the first ! — Oh, misery ! Oh, misery ! 
Utterly inconceivable it is, . 
By any human soul, that more than one. 
More than one wretched being, can have sunk 
In such a depth of misery ! that the first 
In the writhing torture — ^the death agony — 
Hath not been deemed sufficient to atone 
For the guilt of every other, in the sight 
Of the Ever-Pardoning ! The misery of this one 
Pierces me to the quick 5 whilst thou art grinning. 
Calmly and coldly, at the fate of thousands ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now are we once more at our wit*s end, quite ! 
Just where the sense of you poor mortals snaps 
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With overstraining. Why enter on fellowship 
With us^ if thou canst not go quite through with it ? 
Wouldst fly^ and yet dreadst the effects of dizziness ? 
Did we force ourselves on thee^ or thou on us ? 

FAUST. 

Gnash not thy greedy teeth at me^ defyingly ! 

I loathe thee ! ^Thou great. Thou glorious Spirit, 

Who deignedst to appear to me, who know*st my heart. 
Why yoke me to this soul-degrading wretch. 
Who feeds on wrong, and lives upon destruction ? 

MEFHISTOFHELES. 

Hast done ? 

FAUST. 

Save her, I say, or woe be to thee ! 
The most horrible curse on thee, for countless years ! 

MEFHISTOFHELES. 

I cannot loosen the avenger* s shackles. 

Nor have I power to withdraw his bolts. — Save her ! 

Who plunged her into ruin ? 1 or thou ? 

[^Faust looks wildly round. 
Art grasping at the thunder ? Aye, 'tis well 
That it is not given to you wretched mortals ! 
To dash to pieces one who approaches you 
In all the confidence of innocence 3 — 
That's just the way a tyrant vents himself. 
When he's in difficulties ! 
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FA1T8T. 

Convey me thither ! 
She must— she shall be free ! 

MSPHI8T0PHELE8. 

But then^ the danger 
To which you thus expose yourself! For know^ 
Blood-guiltiness, by your hand, still lies on the town. 
Avenging spirits hover o*er the place 
Of the slain, and watch for the returning murderer? 

PAU8T. 

That, too, from thee ? the murder and death of a world 
On thee, monster ! Conduct me hence, I say. 
And set her free ! 

MBP0I8TOPHBLE8. 

I will conduct thee, and what I can — ^list to ! 
Have I all power in heaven and on earth ? — 
I will cloud the gaoler's senses, and do you 
Possess yourself of the keys, and set her free 
After the human fashion. I will watch ! 
The magic horses will be there, all ready : 
I'll bear you o£f. Thus much is in my power. 

FAUST. 

Up, and away ! 



NIGHT. 

Open heath. Faust^ Mephistopheles^ rushing along 

on black horses. 

FAUST. 

What are they about — ^those^ round the Ravenstone^ 
yonder ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Can't tell what they're cooking and contriving. 

FAUST. 

Floating hither^ thither^ waving, stooping. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A tribe of witches. 

FAUST. 

strewing, sacrificing. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

On! on! 



DUNGEON. 

FAUST. 

{With a bunch of keys, and a lamp, before a small iron 

door,) 
Tremors IVe long been stranger to now seize me : 
The entire misery of human nature 
Fastens upon me. Here^ behind these damp walls^ 
Is her abode : her only crime, poor child, 
A virtuous illusion ! Thou dread' st to approach her ! 
Thou fearest to behold her once again ! 
On ! thy want of resolution hastens death. 

{^He takes hold of the lock. 
{^Singing, within.'] 
The mother who bore. 
She killed me, the whore ! 
My father, the beast. 
He did on me feast ! 
My little sister, she 
Hid the bones under a shady tree. 
Changed to a beautiful wood-bird am I : 
Fly away ! fly away ! fly ! 
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FAUST (opening the lock). 
She has no foreboding that her lover listens^ 
And hears the clanking chains^ and rustling straw ! 

[fle enters. 
MAROARBT (hiding her face in the straw bed). 
Woe ! woe ! they're coming for me ! Bitter death ! 

FAUST (softly). 
Hush ! hush ! I come to free thee ! 

MABGARET (throwing herself before him). 

If thou*rt a man^ 
Feel for my distress. 

FAUST. 

Your screams will wake the guard. 
[He takes hold of the chains to unlock them.'] 
MARGARET (on her knees), 
Oh^ executioner ! who*s given you power 
To come and take me^ when 'tis only midnight ? 
Be merciful ! Oh^ spare me ! let me live ! 
Is not the dawn of morning time enough ? 

[She stands up. 
I'm yet so young — so young ! and must die already ! 
I was fair^ too^ and that was my destruction. 

My love was by — ^now he's afar. 
All torn the garland lies^ the flowers all scattered. — 
Don't handle me so roughly ! spare me ! spare me ! 
Let me not plead in vain ! have mercy on me ! 
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What bann have I done you ? I never saw you — 
Never in all my life before, you know. 

FAUST. 

Sball I outlive tbia misery ? 

MARGARET. 

I know Tm wboUy in your power now. 
But let me first give suck to my poor baby. 
All this whole night I pressed it to my heart. 
They took it from me purposely to vex me. 
And now they say I killed it. 
I shall never be happy any more. 
They sing songs about me : 
'Tis very wicked of the folks to do so. 
Why should an old tale be applied to me ? 
FAUST {throws himself down). 
Thy lover lies at thy feet. 
To unloose the bonds of misery. 

MARGARET 

(throws herself beside him). 
Aye, let us kneel : 
Let's invoke the Saints ! 
Under those steps, hell is boiling ! 
Aneath the floor, the Evil One, 
With fearful anger, roars ! 

FAUST (exclaiming). 
Gretchen! Gretchen! 
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MARGARET (listening). 
That was the voice of my love ! 

{_She springs up : the chains fall off. 
Where is he ? I heard him ealL 
I*m free! none shall prevent. 
I'll fly to him — ^lie on his bosom ! 
He called Gretchen ! he stood on the threshold. 
Through the howling and clattering of hell — 
Through the grim sneers, and fiendish scoffs — 
I distinguished the voice of my love. 

FAUST. 

Yes, 'tis I ! 

MARGARET. 

'Tis thou ! say so again ! [Clasping him. 
'Tis he ! 'tis he ! Where's my misery gone ? 
Where's the dungeon's agony ? where the chains ? 

'Tis thou, come to save me ! I'm saved ! 

There the street, where I saw you first, appears -, 
There, the cheerful garden, where I and Martha 
Waited your coming first. 

FAUST (striving to take her away). 
Come with me ! come along ! 

MARGARET. 

Oh stay, pray stay ! 
I love to be wherever thou art present. 

[Caressing him. 
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PAUST. 

Haste^ haste ! oh^ if you don*t make haste^ 
We shall pay for*t dearly ! 

MARGARET. 

What ! won*t you kiss me ? 
So short a time away from me^ my love^ 
And you've forgotten how to kiss already ? 
What makes me feel so sad^ 
Though I *m clinging round your neck ? 
In bygone days^ 
Your words^ your looks^ 
Spread a peifect heaven round me ; 
Then you kissed as if you'd smother me. 
Kiss me ! else I '11 kiss you ! 

[^She embraces him. 
Woe, woe ! your lips are cold — 
Are dumb. 
Who has robbed me ? 
Where have you left your love ? 

[^She turns away from him. 

FAUST. 

Come ! follow me ! take courage, dearest love ! 
ril press thee to my heart with tenfold warmth , 
Only but follow me ! I ask but this ! 

MARGARET (tuming to him). 
And is it thou ? and is it thou, indeed ? 
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FAUST. 

It is I. — Come along. 

MARGARET. 

You loose the fetters : 
You take me to your bosom once again. 
How comes it that you're not afraid of me ? — 
And do you know^ indeed^ love^ whom you*re freeing. 

FAUST. 

Come^ come ! the depth of night's already passing. 

MARGARET. 

I've killed my mother^ 
I've drowned my child. 

'Twas given — ^was't not ? — to both. 

To thee, too. 'Tis thou ! I can scarce believe it. 

Give me thy hand — 'tis no dream ! 

Give me thy own dear hand. 
Ah, how damp 'tis ! Do wipe it off: 
It seems to me that there's blood on't. 
For God's sake, what hast thou done ? 

Put it up — ^put up thy sword ! 

FAUST. 

Let bygones be bygones : thou distract'st me. 

MARGARET. 

No, you must stay behind. 
I'U describe the graves to you : 
You must see about them the first thing tomorrow. 
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Give the best place to my mother j 
Place my brother close beside her; 
And me — a little distance off; 
But not too far^ I entreat you ! 

And the baby — 
That must lie on my right breast : 
There's none beside that will ! 
To nestle to thy side — 
That were indeed a sweety a precious joy ! 
But nothing will go well with me again. 
I feel as if drawn to your arms by force^ 
And that you were thrusting me from you ; 
And yet it is yourself^ 
Looking so kind^ so gentle. 

FAUST. 

If you feel *tis I, then come ! 

MARGARET. 

What^ out there ? 

FAUST. 

Into the free pure air. 

MARGARET. 

If the grave's without. 
If Death lies there in wait^ then come along ! 
From hence to the eternal resting-place^ 
And not a step beyond. Thou'rt going now ? 
Oh^ Henry^ if I could but go forth too ! 
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FAUST. 

Thou canst ! only consent ! the door is open. 

MARGARET. 

I dare not go : there's no hope for me there. 
What use is flying ? they lie in wait for me. 
'Tis so miserable to be forced to beg. 
And what is worse^ too, with a guilty conscience ! 
'Tis so miserable to wander in a strange place -, 
Besides, they will catch me, do as I will. 

FAUST. 

ril stay with thee. 

MARGARET. 

Away ! 
Quick ! quick ! save thy poor child ! 
Keep the path by the brook. 
Over the bridge. 
In the midst of the wood — 
On the left where the plank is — 
In the pond. 
Catch hold of it ! 
It strives to rise ! 
It struggles yet ! 
Help! help I 

FAUST. 

Oh, pray compose yourself! only one step, and you're 
free ! 
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MARGARET. 

Ah ! if we were but only past the hill ! 
There is my mother, sitting on a stone^ — 
My brain grows cold ! — there my poor mother sits 
On the stone : she's waving to and fro her head 5 
She gives no sign, no nod 5 her head is heavy. 
How long she sleeps 5 she'll never wake again. 
She slept so, that we might enjoy ourselves. 
Ah, those were pleasant days ! 

FAUST. 

As no prayer, no persuasion, will avail, 
I 'U risk the bearing thee away by force. 

MARGARET. 

Let me alone ! no, I 'U endure no violence ! 
Do not lay hold of me so murderously * 
I once, you know, did all to pleasure you. 

FAUST. 

The day is dawning ! my love ! my dearest love ! 

MARGARET. 

Day ! yes, *tis near at hand ! the last day's near ! 
It was to have been my wedding-day ! Tell none 
That thou with Gretchen hast already been. 
Woe to my garland ! 'tis all over now ! 
We shall meet again, but it won't be at the dance. 
The crowd increases, though it is not heard : 
The square, the streets, cannot contain them all. 
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The bell tolls^ the staff breaks ; they seize^ they bind me. 

Already to the blood-seat I am hurried 5 — 

Already, quivering for every neck 

The sharp steel that is quivering for mine. 

The world lies dumb and quiet as the grave ! 

FAUST. 

Oh, that I 'd ne'er been bom ! 

MEPHISTOPHELE8 (appears within). 

Up! or you *re lost. 
Profitless hesitation ! lingering, prattling ! 
My horses shudder : day begins to dawn. 

MARGARET. 

What's rising up from the bottom ? — He ! he ! 
Send him away ! What, at the holy place. 
Wants he ? he is wanting me ! 

FAUST. 

Thou shalt live ! 

MARGARET. 

Judgement of God ! 

I have given myself up to thee ! 

MEFHISTOPHELES (tO FatUt). 

Come ! come ! or 1*11 leave you in the lurch with her. 

MARGARET. 

Father ! I 'm thine. Oh, save me ! 

Ye holy hosts, range yourselves round to guard me ! 

Henry ! I'm horror-struck for thee. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She's judged! 

VOICE FROM ABOVE. 

Is saved ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FaUSt). 

Hither to me ! 

IDisappeara with Faust. 
VOICE (from within, dying away). 
Henry! Henry! 



END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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